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ACT I. 

Scene I. - - Drawing-Room in Mayor's Mansión, Kedar. 
Scene II. - - Lord Mayor 's Library. 
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Scene I. - - A large Forge. 

Scene II. - - A Public Square, Kedar. 

Scene III. - - Dr. Ronald Mead's Study. 

Scene IV. - - Same as Scene II. of Act II., or Public Square, Kedar. 

Scene V. - - Same as Scene I. of Act I., or Drawing-room in Mayores. 

Mansión. 

Scene VI. - - Same as Scene II. of Act II., or Public Square, Kedar. 

ACT III. 

Scene I. - - Hall in Fort Raleigh, Kyrenia, Cyprus. 

Scene II r - - ' Outside Katergi's Cave. 

Scene III. - - Courtyard of the Monastery of Bella Pais, Kyrenia, 

Cyprus. 

Scene IV. - - Inside of Katergi's Cave. 

ACT IV. 

Scene I. - - Same as Scene II. of Act I., or Mayor's Library, Kedar. 

Scene II. - - Same as Scene III. of Act II., or Dr. Ronald Mead's 
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DRAMATIS PERSONiE. 
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Green, 
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Anki, 
Yacoub, 

Sentry, 
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FORGEMEN, SeAiMEN, CiTIZENS, CyPRIOTES, 

Charlotte, 
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Mayor of Kedar. 
Master of the Forge. 
Physician. 
Sea Captain. 
Mayores Son. 
Mayores ButUr, 
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Forgemen. 
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Two Greek Seamen, 
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The Greek Piraie. 
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/ Mayor' s Wife and Stepmother 
\ of his Children. 

Mayores Daughter. 

Lady Help. 

Daughter to Katergi. 
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ACT I. 

SCENE I. 

Drawing-roam in Mayores Mansión^ Kedar, 

Edith Haviland is seated, book in hand^ watching 
Joan watering tke plants and flowers, 

Edith. 
"Come, Joan, let the tender cara you give 
These soulless plants extend to one whose soul 
Is parched this morn' with burning thoughts, and needs 
The cooling rain of human sympathy. 

Joan. 
You have not had, perhaps, refreshing sleep 
And need some further rest. 

Edith. 

No, no ! Stand there 
And talk with me ; but let your heedful ear 
Be guard against intruding feet without, 
At whose approach make sign, and silence keep. 

Joan. 
I hope, Miss Edith, nothing has gone wrong. 

Edith. 

I hope so too, but hope brings no content 

To minds perplexed by peace-destroying doubt 

And fell suspicion. 

Joan. 

Lor ! what is it, miss ? 

Edith. 
Ten years have passed sin ce by a happy chance 
You carne, our mother's help, and also mine. 
I then was ten or little more — a girl ; 
And Charles, my brother, twelve — a cheery boy. 
Eight years ago to-day our mother died 
And happy days forsook the Havilands. ^ 
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Joan. 

They did, Miss Edith. Most unhappy years 
Yüu all have spent since then. 

Edith. 

Yes ! Winter carne 
With death, and seemed to freeze our father*s heart 
For two long years. You know what happened then. 

Joan. 
Alas ! I do. 

Edith. 
A stranger entered here 
Whose presence might have been a second sun, 
Lighting anew the gloomy brows of grief, 
And warming hearts as only women can 
Whose souls are glowing with untainted love. 
But hers was hot for pleasure, and the glare 
Of ballrooms, parties, and the social maze. 
I followed her, 'tis true ; but I was young, 
Heated with keen desire to know the world, 
And thought by doing so to bring again 
The cheerful look into our father's face. 

■ 

Joan. 

I sea no harm in anything youVe done : 
Pursuit of pleasure 's natural in youth. 

Edith. 

Ay, Joan, natural as is the flight 

Of moths, allured by artificial light, 

That circle near and nearer, till at last 

They drop dismembered by the cruel fíame. 

But to resume : within the social whirl 

My father met a man, a human fíame — 

Sir Manwell Recknaught — what think you of him ? 

Joan. 
He is your father's friend. 
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Edith. 
More hers than his. 

Joan. 
Yet also his. 

Edith. 

Do friendly feet steal in 
With silent tread by night, when heavy sleep 
Has closed the sense of sound from every ear 
But hers who waits expectant at the door ? 

Joan. 

hush ! Miss Edith, you are speaking loud. 

Edith. 

Your face is speaking louder than my tongue, 
And flushes all misgivings from my mind. 
Can millionaires buy even such as thou ? 

Joan. 
Miss Haviland ! 

Edith, 
Ah ! Joan, pardon me. 
Unwavering honesty shines through your eyes. 
And, though discreetness closes up your Hps, 
To me it is enough. I know the truth. 

Joan. 

1 hear a footstep coming. I will go. 

{Exit Joan.) 

Edith rises with her book and steps to the windcw {left) ; through 
which she gazes dreamily out against the rays of the sunlight^ 
whkh shine upon her face, 

Enter Charlotte. 

Char. 

Why do you stand in studied sohtude, 
Dreaming in silence ? Why your distant look 
And absent eyes that seem to cast rebuke 
On my companionship ? 
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Edith. 
I lo ve my book. 

Char. 

Queer book it is that makes the mind to brood 

Like this ! — that laughter kills, and breaks the chain 

Of social pleasure. Books are only good 

Which ease the aches of time. My woman's heart 

May surely try to act a mother's part, 

Sad though it be to share another's pain. 

Show me the book. 

• 

Edith. 

Excuse me, madam. Days> 
Nay, months and years we pass in foolishness, 
'Mid social throngs, whose levity betrays 
No interest in truth ñor life's distress. 
I'm sick of " functions '' ; sick of words and ways 
Leading to nothing but to hear again 
An endless round of talk of aimless men, — 
The chatter of hypocrisy, foll-dress. 

Char. 

Dear me ! This is a change : I seek the cause 
Of this quick turn-about. 

EblTH. 

'Tis time my heart were changed ! The past is dead 

To-day I bury with it useless days 

Of dancing, dress, and all the vain displays 

That breed deception in a woman's head, 

And pass in foolish minds for female graces. 

No more for me the life that can be fed 

On frittered hours that o'er life's surface flee, 

As purposeless as waves upon the sea, 

Breaking in froth on Mammón 's shallow places. 

Chak. 
You must be mad ! There's something on your brain. 
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Edith. 

Nay ! madam, you are mad ! 'Tis I am sane. 
You seek for pleasure where I find but pain ; 
I seek a happiness you wouid disdain. 

Char. 
Is this your final word ? 

Edith. 
It is ; the last ! 

Char. 

Then hear me, Edith. Friendship's d^iys are past 
Between us two. I '11 see your father now 
And let him understand his daughter's creed. 
If his authority can work no change 
Upon this madness, then 

Edith. 

Madam, proceed ! 

Char. 

Then, fool ! anotlrer change must come, more strange. 

(Exit Charlotte.) 

Edith. 

Thank Heav'n ! O father ! whom my soul reveres, 

Whom filial love would circle, could my fears 

Be overeóme, that Recknaught, the malign, . 

Compels thy will and dares it to be free, — 

Our cross is near. May wisdom's choice be thine ! 

My father ! choose thou must : thy wife or me. {Exit) 
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SCENE II. 

Lord Mayores Library. 
Seated The Mayor and Sir Manwell Recknauííht. 

Reck. 

There is the cablegram : our mineas a myth ; 
A spot where Nature laid a snare of gold 
To tempt to ruin, fools like you and me. 
By Gad ! but it has been a fatal plunge, 
Ducking you over head and ears in debt, 
And even me reducing to a sense of loss 
I have not felt before. Where was your wit ? 

Mayor. 

Cease, Recknaught, cease ; for God's sake, cease to urge 

The desperation of my mind with words 

That bring my reason to the judgment bar 

Of commoh sense for judgment just of doom. 

Be silent ! speak of it no more : the walls 

Around us seem to bear a thousand ears 

Eager to listen, and condemn my folly. 

Reck. 

Calm yourself. Mayor : you have one asset 
That far outbalances thy weight of loss, 
Which, wisely used, will keep the story quiet 
From every ear of Kedar's cackling brood 
That feed on scandal as do chicks on corn. 

Mayor. 
Asset ! I know it not : I see no light — 
No guidance in your words. Ah ! if you know 
An honourable means whereby escape 
May be assured, in Heaven's ñame speak out ; 
If not, let silence sink my heavy heart 
Unbuoyed by empty hopes, whose make-believes 
Are more unwelcome than is sudden death. 
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Reck. 

Keep up your heart, man ! am I not your friend ? 
1 tried to set you on high fortunéis road, 
And fit you to sustain the sure reward 
That follows civic duty nobly done. 
Honours bestowed by kings are useless toys 
{Like medals on the starving veteranas breast), 
Unless in gold the honour can be dressed. 
'Tis true weVe lost : some forty thousand gone — 

Mayor. 
God save me ! 

Reck. 

Fah ! but I will see you through 
On one condition : you'll not say it's hard. 

Mayor. 

As drowning man who clutches at a straw 
I hear : but, Recknaught, voice it not unless 
It meets with probity at every point. 

Reck. 

Why prate, like this, of probity to me? 

You seem to half suspect I'm half a rogue 

Who lays financial traps for honest men. 

I'd better keep my breath for friendly ears. {Rising.) 

Mayor. 

Forgive me, Recknaught ! my poor mind's distraught : 
Forgive me and proceed. 

Reck. {sitting down), 

You know my past. 
I'm not a canting saint, with snivelling air, 
And soapy, smooth, soft sentimental tongue 
That garnishes his wants in godly froth, 
But just a man who always puts it plain. 
IVe sown my oats and you have seen the crop : 
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Co-workers in the field, weVe reaped some tares 

With secret sickle, not a whit the worse. 

Now ! if you want a son, I want a wife. 

Make me your son, and, as a son, I swear 

To grace the role, and clear your debt to-morrow. 

Mayor. 

You do US honour ; but a father's part 
Is but consenter to a wooer's suir. 
Two wills must bend to such a bold request. 
How stand you with my daughter ? 

Reck. 

Trust to me : 
Had I the favour oí your willing aid 
And hers, the Mayoress, conspiring both 
To plead my cause with due insistency, 
Within the year sweet Edith would be mine. 

Mayor. 
Is this the solé condiiion of your help? 

Reck. 

That Edith be my wife before the Queen 

Next year makes Kedar's Mayor honoured Knight. 

Mayor. 
And should your own and our best eíforts fail ? 

Reck. 

Love backed by wealth fails not. I love her well. 
Her tender beauty and her sprightly ways 
Conjoin to make a sportsman's heart rejoice 
To chase and capture such a peerless prize. 
She must be mine, by fair means or by 

Mayor. 

Stop ! 
Tis said that money may buy all but love — 
Obedience, friendship, hate, assassin's knife ; 
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AU forms of service from gold-hunting man — 
But love. Is this not truth ? 

Reck. 

A lie ! naught else : 
Since comely damsels in the feudal days 
Were set, well-dowered, to their father's choice, 
And sang contented at their spinning wheels, 
Down to the present, when the nuptial tie 
Is formed by deft contrivance, veiled from her 
Who 'fore the altar stands a willing bride, — 
Think you the god of Love ordains ¡t ? Bah ! 
Coin, Mayor, is the key lo wedlock : gold, 
Bright chinking gold, puts Cupid in the shade. 

Mayor. 
But you are fifty, Edith twenty-one. 

Reck. 
Years cripple not the chances of a man 
Who, braced by love and wealth, sets out to gain 
His heart's desire. Come, Mayor, give consent 
And let me drive red ruin from your path. 

Mayor (rtsing). 
Come here to^morrow, Recknaught : give me time 
To find a bearing for my drifting mind. 
With Charlotte I will talk the matter o'er, 
And, through her, seek to probé my daughter's heart- 

Reck. 
To-morrow ! No. You palter with my suit. 
Besides, my Mayor, surely you forget 
Our forty thousand must be paid by noon 
If tongues of scandal-mongers must be dumb. 
Ours is a loss too serious to sustain 
Itself unnoted on a banker's loan — 
The frailest barque that sails financial seas, 
Reeling top-heavy in the slightest breeze. 
By twelve to-morrow must our cheque be signed. 
Before I go, I wait to learn your mind. {Rütng also.) 
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Mayor. 

Mind ! I have none. Compelled by curséd fate, 
It wanders, loosed from will, in devious ways. 
Nay, go not, Manwell : Edith shall be yours. 
God grant her favour may support your claim. 
Give me your cheque, and let the deed be signed. 

Reck. 

The papers I have here. Hold, do not sign 
Without a witness. Shall I touch the bell ? 

{Enter Charlotte.) 

Good evening, lady : there are bells and belles, 
But none so sweet as Mistress Haviland. 

Char. 

And none, Sir Manwell, flatters with such grace 
As you, — or welcome more when hours are dull. 
My presence intercepts some business here. 

Mayor. 

Nay ! stay a moment, Charlotte : it so haps 

You entered opportunely. You can see 

Our business done : on which we'U have a talk 

Upon a subject dear to every woman. 

Come, Manwell ! let us sign the thing at once ; 

My wife will countersign. Give me the pen. (They sign.) 

Now, Charlotte, sign it there to witness ours. {She signs.) 

Char. 

Tve signed, but know not whac. You awful men 

Are fuU of titles, warranties, and wills 

To tie the quick and bind the very dead. 

I trust I have not signed my soul away. {Laughing,) 

Reck. 

YouVe signed me into childhood to thyself. 
I'm now your son that is to be, and he, 
The wily Mayor, makes you here my mother, 
My legal mother, sweet as Nature's own. 

(Mayoress looks aghast) 
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Mayor. 

Nay, stare not, Charlotte : Manwell speaks but truth, 
And with high honour loads the Havilands. 
Thy woman's wit will lead our daughter's sense 
Beyond mere sentiment, that breeds in youth 
A passion for companionship in life 
With equal youth and inexperience. 

Char. 

You men as little know of woman's heart 
As chattering chimpanzee of human speech, 
Still think of US as chattels bought and sold 
As pretty slaves in Cairo's market-place, 
Purchased to picase, to toy with, and engrace 
Your life at home when business hours are past. 
Does Edith know. of this ? 

Mayor. 

She's dutiful ; 
And doubtless will be moulded to our will 
By tact, and well-placed contact with our friend, 
Which you, by good arrangement, may provide. 

Reck. 
I leave myself and fortunes in your hands. 

Char. 

I left her to come here : Sir Manwell, stay ! 
This new position claims your earnest ear. 
The girlish, joyous Edith is no more — 
Says she is changed ; and talks of men oppressed 
And crushed 'neath cars of Juggernaut, and much 
That augurs ill for love or marriage vows. 

Reck. 

'Tis but a passing whim that time will cure. (Looks at his watch.y 

I must be ofT. I'U cali again anón 

And make arrangements that may please us all. 

Meantime, my lady, keep me in your heart. 

To-morrow, Mayor, we shall meet. Good-bye ! (Exit Reck.). 
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Char. 

Well, Benjamín, what means this sudden fit — 
This bargain with our friend, the millionaire ? 

Mayor. 
It means that Edith shall be settled well. 

I 

• Char. 

Or that your settlement unsettles all. 
What is the inner meaning of the deed ? 

Mayor. 

Questions again ! No Grand Inquisitor 
The Holy Office raised to torture man 
•Could hold a candle to a curious wife. 
She is my daughter ; that should be enough. 

Char. 

Enough for you ; but not enough for her ; 
Ñor even me, whose signature, purloined, 
Sir Man well keeps for fu ture evidence. 
I ask again the meaning of the deed. 

Mayor. 

Your duty is to honour and obey, 

And leave your husband undisputed sway 

In matters that pertain to him alone. 

Now, Charlotte, cease to question any more : 

Request Joan to send me Edith here. 

Char. 

Excuse me, Benjamin. Til have no part, 

However small, in this most strange aíTair. 

I know your daughter bears me less good-will. 

And scant respect, since, wretched in her mind, 

She lost her girlish appetite for fun. 

I came to ask you would her joy restore, 

I leave convinced her sorrows but begin. 

{Exit Charlotte.) 
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(Mayor rings bell and proceeds to write.) 
Enter Goss (unobservtd), 
Goss. 



A-hem ! 



Mayor. 
Ah ! Goss, ask Joan to speak. 

Goss. 
A letter for yer worship. 

Mayor. 

Leave it there, 

Goss. 
Yes, sir ! {Aside) His honour's maist uncommon crusty. 

{Exit) 

(Mayor opens letter and reads,) 

{Enter Joan.) 

Mayor. 
Where is Miss Haviland ? 

Joan. 
I know not, sir. 

Mayor. 
Seek her, and beg of her to see me here. 

{Exit Joan.) 

Mayor (reading). 
" It is with regret I trouble you with this hurried note, A dis- 
quieting discovery has been made, The strange disease which has 
attacked so many in the district of Mudflats is none other than Plague, 
The discoverer of this was Dr, Mead, to whom the Comtnittee 
entrusted the investigation, Please come down to the Town Hall 
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as saon as you conveniently can, I have taken it upon me to summon 
the Aldtrmen to meet at eleven dclock, 

" Yours very truly^ 

" S. W. SCRIVENER, 

Town-Clerk. 
" P,S, — None know this in the City but three persons, — S.W.S.'' 

Mayor (waiking). 

The Plague ! Have I not yet had plagues enough 
To scourge and tear me to their fuU content ?• 
Do labour, cares, dread bankruptcy and grief 
Not cling insatiate to my hoary head 
Till every hair a crawling serpent feels, 
Urging to madness or that fiercer hell 
That raged within Count Cenci's reckless soul ? 
Ha ! Edith comes to save me, or to damn. 

{Enter Edith.) 

Edith. 

Joan has told me you desired me here. 

Mayor. 

Come, Edith : seldom since your mother died 
Have female faces graced my lonely den. 
Come sit ye down, as she was wont to do, 
In that oíd chair. It speaks of holy hours. 

Edith. 

Most gladly, father ; but you look not well. 
I fear the Mayorship is stealing health 
If adding honour. 

Mayor. 

True ; ideal aims, 
Pursued with mighty purpose, burn the flesh 
And leave in time the ashen countenance. 
Ambitious minds forget hygienic laws, 
And use the body, as a driven slave 
Is used by him who only sees the end. 
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Edith. 
But health departed makes an end oí ends* 

Mayor. 

For him alone who risks, for honour, health ; • 
If honour be the end, then honour stands 
Against bis ñame though death has done his worst. 
" No cross, no crown " is fiat stern and true 
For all on earth but Emperors and Kings. 

Edith 

May honour not be gifted though uneamed, 
And earned by many who raay die obscure ? 

Mayor. 

Ay, verily ! some honours may be bought, 

And coronets are conquered from the spear ; 

But these are dim and lustreless when men 

Can shed on them Truth's analysing light. 

There is an honour — hidden in the heart — 

Whose lambent light no source of honour sees, 

Ñor kings, whose eyes, attracted by a glare, 

See outward show, and mark for sure reward 

The man whose wealth or skill can make him blaze. 

You had a brother, Edith, one on whom 

Was lavished all a lather could expend, 

Who ill requited me ^vt^ years ago. 

He's gone : we know not where ; and you, my child, 

Are all that's left to magnify our ñame, 

And raise the Havilands above the mass 

Of nameless beings, seeking no renown. 

Does such ambition stir your sympathy ? 

Edith. 

It does, if aspiration, rein in hand, 
Restrains Ambition's fatal thirst foi power. 
c 
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Mayor. 

As well supply the athlete with a crutch 
Wherewith to run his race and win the prize, 
As fasten on Ambition's flying feet 
Such hobble.to expede her course to fame. 
Ambition seeks determinedly for power, 
Without which yonder sun's diurnal reign 
Would end, and Bóreas and Death rejoice. 

Edith. 

I cannot argüe, father, but can feel 

Instinctively the purposes that brood 

Beneath the surface of your argument. 

A woman finds what oft is unrevealed 

And sees a thought that language keeps concealed. 

Mayor. 

So say you. Then what need of language more 
To bring your heart and mine to due accord ? 
I'm Mayor of this city : power in ñame, 
With will to make it great and glorious ; 
But in efíect as powerless as the sun 
To clothe with waving grain the desert sand. 
A Mayor without money strives in vain. 

Edith. 
Yes ! Kedar's crime /s "accurséd greed of gold." 

Mayor. 

The Golden Calf but symbolises Him 
Who, from His boundless wealth, the Universe 
Has gemmed, through all its vastness, with the stars. 
So kings and men of milhons gem the earth 
With noble acts 'lone possible with gold. 

Edith. 

Or " grind the faces of the poor " for more, 
And add ill-golten gain to swell their store. 
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Mayor. 

I grant the just should stewards be of wealth ; 
I grant that men are found with ampie means 
Who curse the earth. Your father is not one. 

Edith. 
Nay ; ñor methinks could ever be. 

Mayor. 

Then why, 
Discordant, seems my daughter thus to doubt 
The truth that money is a mighty good, 
By hinting 'tis a mighty evil too ? 

Edith. 

Discordant ! doubt ! Nay, think not I am blind 
To Fortunéis merits when she loads the wise 

Mayor. 

Now speak you, Edith, with Minerva's voice. 

And wing with gladdening hope my anxious mind. 

The winter of my Ufe approaches near — 

Though seeming far when such a rose as thou 

In blushing maidenhood still lingers here. 

Another month and you are twenty-one : — 

All fit to grace alliance with an Earl. 

Nay ! Smile not at a doting father's pride — 

I own my pride of fatherhood, and you 

I feel will justify love's prophecy. 

In fitting style I mean to celébrate 

Your step from budding May to blooming June, 

And gather Kedar's beauty, wealth, and power 

To breathe congratulations in my ear. 

Edith. 
Oh ! father, let me beg 

Mayor. 
What? 
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Edith. 
Do it not. 

» 

Mayor. 
Pray why ? 

Edith. 

I have looked on wealth personiíied, 
And felt its hateful presetice as a bañe. 
From meeting what IVe met before I shrink. 
In gilded halls, which ruffian spirits haunt, 
Cloaked in the garb of good society» 
I see a covert for the libertine, 
In which he hides, 'neath manners debonair^ 
The nature of the deadly debauchee. 

Mayor. 

Come, come ! let not imagination play 
Too fiercely, or 'twill banish common sense. 
The Mayoress did note your change of mind 
From all that shone with gaiety and fun 
To mood suggestive of the Agate's power. 
You gave her not the cause you now advance. 

Edith. 

The truth in part I spoke to her : to you, 
My father, I may speak it all, or none. 

Mayor. 

Then speak it now 1 and by the Holy Cross 

The man or men who turned your thoughts awry 

From youthful innocence and joyous life 

To melancholy by unrighteous talk, 

Or act, or look, or any hint depraved, 

Shall suffer for't. {Rising exdtedly,) 

Edith. 
Oh ! father dear, be calm. 
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Mayor. 

Be calm ! Ah ! Edith, could you bid the hour, 

Struck in the blissfuLpast, its echo roll 

Harmonious and soothing o'er my soul, 

Expelling all regrets that fierce devour 

The balm from sleep — all brightness from the morrow, 

Then Time might leave me, with revertive powér 

Beyond the scourge of Nemesis — assuage 

In Lethe's stream pained memory, and age 

Relieve from its unutterable sorrow. 

The thought is. vain ! For me the land of calm 

In misty outline lies beyond the grave. 

Proceed, my daughter, tell me all your trouble. 

Edith. 

Be seated, father, and I'U tell you all. (Mayor sinks into chatr,) 

Twas last December : at the Sappho Hall 

The flow of Kedar's gaiety rolled on 

'Mid laughter, müsic, and delirious dance, 

Until intoxication of delight 

Beyond endurance, made me seek for rest 

Within the dim conservatory's wing 

That eastward looks across the sleeping town. 

From out the gloom a person carne and sat, 

Unasked, beside me, and began to speak 

Of you, and all you might become. He spoké, 

Elate with wine, of dazzling wealth and gems, 

Precious and priceless, that he had in store 

For those he loved. He spoke of summer seas 

And Isles of Beauty where Endymion 

(That was he) might dwell in bliss with Phoebe. 

(Twas me he meant.) Then fear possessed my heart, 

I tried to drown his ravings in a laugh 

That seemed to make him madder than before. 

He rose and seized me ; kissed me o'er and o'er 

With drunken passion, till with piercing scream 

I swooned with terror, — fainted — knew no more. 
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Mayor. 

An outrage, cowardly beyond belief ! 
Ñame him ! I'm not within my dotage yet 
That I should feebly groan while serpents hite. 
Did any find you thus ? Did any help ? 

Edith. 

Yes ! father. Kind and timely help that raised, 
With manly grace, me trembling to my feet, 
And, all unnoted, led me to the hall 
Without suspicion of the gross oífence. 

Mayor. 
The ñame 1 the ñame ! I'm waiting for his ñame. 

Edith. 

His ñame I fain would bury out of sight 
If I were satisfied his fangs were drawn 
Beyond the chance of injuring again ; 
But 'tis a duty that I owe to you 
As well as to myself to ñame the man — 
The brute — Sir Manwell Recknaught — 

{The Mayor grasps at his heart andfalls forward,) 

Father, speak ! 
He'^dead! God! God forgive me ! {Calis for help,) 

{Enter Mayoress, Joan, Goss, and Servants.) 

CÚRTAOS. 
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ACT II. 

SCENE I. 

A large Forge, 

(At t?ie back ofthis Scene^ through the railing topping the Quáy wally 
the rwer is observed, On the left a slip for vessels is seen 
descending from the left centre of the Stage and appearing to run 
into the water, and on the extreme left, beyond the slip, a wicket 
gate is observed. On the right front stands the Office, a stone 
building of two fíats, with door and windows facing the left, 
The gatehouse door and window are in the near gable of this 
building and facing the Proscenium, between which and the wall, 
on the extreme right, is observed the massive gate with its wicket 
door and cali belL On the left front the gable of a stores shed is 
seen, and between it and the railing and wicket gate beyond, there 
is a passage (left), giving entry to that side of the Forge, Logs, 
battens, iron p lates, angles, tools, etc., are to be seen lying about at 
the back and to the inside (right), Beyond the river the otker 
side ofthe city looms through the dusk,) 

(K^cyl^mjght present, Men sing in unisón unseen on the right,) 

THE FORGERS' CHORUS. 

I. 

Cheerily we sing, mates, 

As our hammers swing, mates, 

In the light 

Of the bright 
Glowing furnace fire. 

Anvils chime, 

Keeping time 
To the merry rhyme, 
The merry, merry rhyme 
Of the Forgers' Choir. 
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2. 

Lustily we shout, boys, 
As we swing her out, boys, 

Gleaming white 

In her spite, 
Hissing, sparklmg steel. 

Rushing feet 

Treading fleet 
To the heavy beat, 
The heavy, heavy beat 
Of the hammer's heel. 

3- 
Heartily we cheer, lads, 
As the sparks we clear, lads, 

Left and right 

In their flight, 
From the fiery bloom ; 

As she glows 

'Neath our blows 
Till she slowly grows, 
She slowly, slowly grows 
In the Forge's womb. 

4. 
•Tired and faint we croon 
Each a farewell ruñe 

To the night, 

For the fight 
With the monster's o'er. 

Soaking wet 

In our sweat 
We will weary get, 
Will weary, weary get 
To our rest once more. 

(During the singing enter Ronald Mead afid Assistant by door in 

gate R,) 
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Reck. (advancing to meet themjrom back), 

Ah ! look at those grim devils ; every one 

A fiend of fire ; who'd make oíd Vulcan blush, 

Ashamed to look upon his armour forged 

For great Achules' breast, and plates like those 

Now ready to protect Britannia's heart. 

Ron. 
Alas ! they sing : what makes the forgers sing ? 

Reck. 

What makes the starving, luckless poets sing, 

Who chew the mental cud in silent woods, 

And ru mínate on sweet erotic rhymes ? 

Why sing the painters as they daub our walls ? 

Why purl the plumbers to their leaden pipes, 

Or drones a joiner to his rasping saw ? — 

God only knows ! They sing. Well, what's your news ? 

' Ron. 

My news ! Would earth were as the sea's great heart, 

Where song unheard, and brightness all unknown, 

Might ne'er betray the trusting souls of men. 

My news, sir, 's death to song. Ah ! these who sing 

Of coming rest are ignorant as those 

In hamlet nested 'neath an Alpine range 

Whom, ere the morn, the avalanche may shroud. 

Reck. 
Which means thy news is bad. What's up ? 

Ron. 

All peace 
For Kedar, you and me, and those who now — {Bell tolls,) 
Ah ! that to me tolls forth alarming sounds ; 
See, sir, to them 'tis but a cali lo rest. 

{Men proceed to leave,) 
Stop them, Sir Manwell, I would speak to them. 



(Men gather round. ^ 
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Reck. 

Stay, men ! the doctor has some news for us. 
Come, gather round for news before you go. 

Ron. 

Ye men of Kedar ! I am here to-night, 

By special order of the Health Bureau, 

To wam you, to entreat you, to advise. 

I pray you listen ; hear with hearts of steel. — 

I scarce can speak, as on each wearied face, 

Stained with sore labour and the flaming forge, 

I note anticipated peace doth sit. 

Yet speak 1 must : to warn all of the night 

In front of those who live in Mudflat Town. 

VoiCE. 
Speak up, my lad ; what's wrong wi' the Mudflats ? 

Ron. 
Wrong ! Men, I would be silent if I dared, 
If wrong could else be righted but by truth. 
The shadow-haunted piles you cali your homes 
Which tower to heaven froin the darkened ground, 
O'erflowing, soaked with all-pervading filth, 
On which contagión crawls from door to door, 
Are, since this morning, stricken with the Plague : 
Retributive of negligence and greed. {Sensation.) 

All. 
Negligence ! Greed ! Who is to blame ? 

VoiCE. 
Death to the owners of the curséd slum ! 

All. 
Ay ! Death to the owners ! death to them all ! 

Reck. 
Keep silence, men. {Aside to Ronald.) Fool ! have you lost your 
head? 
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{Aloud.) The doctor does not blame the owners, men ! 
Keep cool, for God's sake ! {Aside.) Are you drunk or mad ? 

VOICE. 

Who owns the Mudflats ? 

All. 
Make him live in it. 

Ron. 

Your duty first is to yourselves and those, 

Your wives and children, threatened by disease— 

A foul disease from which you may be saved. 

He's face to face with Plague, yea, even death, 

Who leaves the forge an unprotected man : 

Inoculation is your only hopa : 

Let each man bare his arm, and trust to me. 

(Men gather in groups consulting, Ronald and Reck. fau 

each other.) 

Ron. 
I ktwWy Sir Manwell. 

Reck. 
Know ? Sir Demagogue, 
You spin your raving fancies like a poet. 

Ron. 
Truth is but fancy when self-interest's hit. 

Reck. 

Beware ! young man, of loóse, presumptuous tongue, 
That babbles truth as infants lisp an oath, 
Not knowing wisdom's ways in silence. 

Ron. 

Silence too long has sealed up wisdom*s lips, 
And with her mantle blotted out the light, 
Enfolding from man's gaze some rotten gods 
Who sit on shaky thrones and vested rights. 
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Reck. {laughing). 

And so, Sir Hercules, you've come in time 
To save Prometheus, and to set him free. 
Ha, ha ! let me play Zeus : what say you now ? 

Ron. 

Be Zeus, a god and father to these men — 
These Titans on whose sweat you Uve — 
Ñor cynically laugh, ñor think the fool 
To play with them. 'Tis fit you deal with them 
In serious vein. 

Reck. 

Nay, nay ! Sir Jackanapes, 
IVe seen the day, long past, when in the air 
I soared in Nephelo among the birds. 
. l'm back again to earth, and mean to laugh 
To my whole heart's content at such as you, 
Who ride the downy cirrus for a fall. 

Ron. 

Tis pity one should soar among the birds 
And only jackass notes bring down again. 

Reck. 

Your tongue is sharp for such a beardless cub. 
And bears good proof of all I hear from those 
Who watch the human comets of the town. 
They daré too much who daré to speak like you. 

Ron. 

I speak but truth, and mean to point it out 
To those in Kedar here who deem it fate 
To suck the poison of a gutter life. 
Ah ! here the workers come. 

Reck. 
Well, men ? 
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Drum. 



We are divided. 



Reck, 

Then, go home 
And fight the trouble with the whitewash brush, 
Which, to my mind, is better than the stuíf 
This sawbones seeks to lance into your blood. 

•Drum. 
You're right, Sir Manwell. Men, you hear the master. 

All. 
Ay, ay ! we hear him. 

Ron. 
Men ! a word from me. — 

Reck. 
No ! not a word : the men are going home. 

Ron. 

How daré you, sir, debase authority. 

And risk the fate of thousands ? I will speak. — 

Reck. 

Are you the master here, Sir Mountebank, 
Or is it I ? Make swift for yonder gate. 

Ron. 
Men ! I appeal to you to give me speech. 

Reck. 
Come, quick ! be oíf ! {pushing him). 

Ron. 

Sir Manwell, have a care, 
And push not calm endurance to its limit. 
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Reck. 

See, men, how Medicine stalks with tyrant step, 

And, blatant even where it has no claim, 

With rude insistence, seeks to cut your flesh 

To forcé its serum through unwilling veins. 

Here ! Drummond, take him to the gatehouse quick, 

Where he can cool his heels until I come. 

{Same tty to seize Ronald and hustle him offi) 

Ron. 

Unhand me ! Ah ! Can ignorance do more 
Than ye do now ? Is there one man among you ? 

Reck. 
Off, off with him ! 

Blunt. 

Belay there, boys ! belay ! 
I am a man as likes to see fair play. 
Stand there, sir \ hae yer say, and, help me God, 
1*11 clure the first that stops ye. 

VOICES, 

Bravo, Bill ! 

Reck. 

What hob-nailed clown is this, with open jaw 
And braggart yaup, opposing my commands ? 

Drum. (aside), 
Bill Blunt, the hammerman — a devil's spawn. 

Blunt. 

Ay ! tell him, gaífer, who I am : a man ! 

(A thing but scarce a bit when money speaks) 

An' IVe a wife an' little lass at *ome 

That lay a-bed this morning very ill. 

An* here the doctor comes to talk wi' us 

Anent our trouble, an' you shut him up ! 

Why cióse 'is mouth, my mates ? Is speech not free ? 
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VOICES. 

Right, Bill ! let speech be free. 

Reck. 

So, men, say I ! 
But this is not the time ñor place for him 
To lecture us about our health and homes. 
The night-shift have arrived to start their work 
And earn their wages, just as you have done. 

Drum. 
The Boss is right, men. You can meet outside. 

VoiCES. 

Come on, boys ; bring the doctor to the field. 

Blunt. 
No ! not so hasty. Doctor, will ye come ? 

Ron. 

I will. Beneath the open vault of Heav'n 

A freedom lives encumbered not by walls 

Ñor lea ve reluctant by a tyrant given. 

There light may shine on that which men appals. 

And deeds disclose devoid of shame or pity. 

And thou, Sir Manwell, who would have me driven 

Beyond the hearing of thy servants here, 

Thou soon sore wailing o'er the dead may hear. 

And see, dismayed, the wreckage of the city. 

Reck. 

Ha ! ha ! ! ha ! ! ! A prophet : take him away. 

(RoNALD and the Men walk out at the gate.) 

Drum. 
Whence comes this specimen of medicine man ? 

Reck. 

I'U tell y our more anón. Go, lock the gate ; 
"For, by the lights of Hell, no single man 
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That followed him shall come in here to-night. 
Lock it and ñx the bars : put out the light 
Within the gatehouse. Stand upon the watch 
And listen. Then come back. I'll wait you here. 

{Extt Drummond.) 

Reck. {soIus). 

Why should this scorpion live, whose venomed tail 
With upward motion strikes at such as I 
To paralyse the healthy flowing blood ? 
No, no ! I'U grip him, as the Tuscans grip, 
With skill and firmness in a fearless hand, 
The stinging spiders that infest their land. 

( Votces ofexecration heard outside^f 
Ah ! there the poison works ! Curse on ! ye fools 
That feed upon the breath of demagogues, 
Whose windy nourishment the heart inflates 
Until it bursts in blood upon the streets. 
Why should my brain toil on for such as these ? 
Why feed and clothe a multitude of serfs — 
The ingrate swine who gird at capital, 
The very blood and backbone of a State ? 

{Shouting and uproar wifhouty 
Ha ! Gad ! And this is called the " Voice of God " ! — 
More like a wild evangel out of Hell 
It seemeth, spreading lust of hate and crime 
O'er minds that else were full of quiet content. 
Spout on, ye modern Marat ! I shall find 
Ere long a Charlotte Corday for your heart. 
(Great uproar f rom without Drummond rushes infrom gatehouse,) 

Drum. 

A telegram ! Sir Manwell, let us fly : 
The men are mad, and rushing at the gate. 

(Battering heard on the gate,), 

Reck. 

The gate is closed until I choose to open, 
Which shall not be before to-morrow's dawn. 
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Go, tell them this, and bid them all begone. ' 

(Drummond returns ; battering continúes.) 
{Reads telegram,) 
" The Mayar lies unconscious. Come at once, C H^ 
Poor devil ! yet it serves my purpose well 
If he should die, and leave his womankind 
Beneath my privilege, in the written bond, 
To wed the daughter and consolé the wife. 
Ah ! Recknaughts ever have been lucky dogs, 

{Enter Drummond.) 
And seized their chances ere they slipped away. 

Drum. 
You were speaking, sir ? 

Reck. 
Not I. What say these rogues ? 

Drum. 

They batter at the gate : demand an entrance : 
Refuse to go until they speak with you. 
That six-foot scoundrel Blunt is at their head. 
He swears he'll drag you to the dens you own 
In Mudflat Town which Doctor Mead condemns, 
And make you witness of the Plague this night. 

Reck. 

The brutish lout ! He'U stand there long enough. 

{Howling and shouting heard uñthout.) 
Come, Drummond, smart ; they'U have the gate burst in ; 
Let's launch the dinghy on the darkening river, 
And you can pulí me to the Vennel Quay. 
Then scud across and cali on Captain Thorne — 
You know him well. {Takes out card and writes on it.) 

This card you'U give him : look ! 
No single word of this : come, let's be oíf ! 

{Exeunt both through the slip gate at back L.) 
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SCENE II. 

Ktdar — A Public Square. 

{A Tavem on tht rigkt The front of tht Tawn Hall on the left, 
A long Street is seen winding away from tht centre where stands 
the Ruskin Hall, a one-storey building,) 

(Enter Thorne and Goss, meeting,) 

Goss. 
The tap o' the mornin* tae ye, Captain. 

Thorne. 

To you the same, good Goss ; to you the same. 
All taps are welcome to a sailor chap, 
Who sniffs the briny till his throat's as dry 
As Sunday sermons o' the common sort. 

Goss. 

A lot ye ken o' sermons, wet or dry, 
Whase mind's aye rinnin' on the whisky tap 
Within a baur whaur ye micht ship a dram. 

Thorne. 

You look as if you'd shipped a quart or two 
To drown your sorrows. What a bleary eye ! 
By Gad ! you need a tonic. Come along ; 
The dog that bit ye's left a hair or two ; 
We'll split together just to heal his bite. 

Goss. 

Fm no a tapster, thank ye a' the same. 
Much flows frae taps weak mortals dinna see 
Wha quench their drouth wi' alcoholic drams, 
Drinkin' awa' until they clean forget 
Ilk dram but helps tae pey the Nation's debt. 
Na, na ! ma freen' : Tm patriot eneuch 
Tae pey ma bit o' siller wi' the lave, 
But no tae spile ma wame wi* jaws o' yill. 
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Thorne. 
I thought you were a Scotchman ! 



Goss. 
Whit for no ? 

Thorne. 



A butler, too ! 



Goss. 
The Mayores butler ; weel ? 

Thorne, 

The Mayor's butler, Scotchman, and tee-tee — 
An English tar who'd never taste agaín — 
A thirsty Paddy frightened for a spree — 
Would make fit trio for the State of Maine. 
Bethink you, man ! remember that your nation 
Sustains on barley bree her reputation. 

Goss. 

YeVe maybe, Captain, sailed a rotten boat 

An' dune yer best tae keep the hulk frae sinkin' : 

Ye'll fin't, ma fegs, a harder job tae float 

A reputation safe on bouts o' drinkin'. 

It can't be dune. Great nations are like ships 

An' canna weel be sailed in stormy watters 

By crews befogged wi' peat-reek in their heids : 

Tak' ma advice 

Thorne. 

Oh ! stow teetotal chatter — 
I'll stick to whisky : ye can stick to " watter." 
I heard last night your master had a shock. 

Goss. 

Ay, man, it's true ; he's had a stroke, an' lies 
Mair like the dead than ocht Tve seen alive. 
A' nicht we've kept the ice aboot his heid 
An' plied his palsied caufs wi' poultices. 
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Thorne. 
Sorry to hear this, Goss. How did it happen ? 

Goss. 
A' mornin' yesterday he wisna weel 
An' efter breakfast gaed tae write a note ; 
Whan in yer gash, gleb-gabbit maister cam' 
Wi' unco bustle for a business crack. 
He wisna lang awa' afore the Mayor, 
Without a wintle, drapt upon the floor. 
Man ! man ! weVe had an awfu' nicht tae thole ; 
But Heaven's mercifu' : he's coniin' tae. 
Whit dae ye here ? 

Thorne. 

Fm waiting for the Boss 
From Farinheath. It^s just about his time. 

Goss. 

I'U move alang. I dinna like his e'e. 

It mak's ane flemit wi' its grey, green licht, 

Jist as a serpent's daes, that glours an' glours 

Until yer fairly taivert wi' its gleid. 

Gosh ! here he comes : guid mornin'. 



{Exit Goss.) 



Reck. 

Goss ! look here ; 
He's oíf as fast as shuífling feet can sprint. 
A wily Scot, uncouth as Highland bull — 
As rare a sample of the Northerner 
As ever cast a kilt to earn his bread. 

Thorne. 

I tried to stay him on an oífered grog — 

A certain method usually with Scots — 

But no ! he swung his spanker-boom and jibed. 
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Reck. 

We'U try some lufiing ere the course is run. 
I'm sorry, though. A storm is brewing, Thorne, 
And that oíd prig I wanted for the schooner : 
So try your best to find his heart and price. 
Though scion of a canting godly race, 
He's fond of ducats as the Venice Jew. 

{Enter Drummond.) 
Good morning, Drummond ! Faith ! you look as black 
As yonder cloud that blots the blazing sky. 

Drum. 

Well may I, sir ; Mead's jargon's done the trick : 
No Mudflats man laid hand on tool this morn. 
Five hundred strong, they gathered at the gate 
And cursed for blacklegs all who went inside. 
I feared a riot, so I sént for help, 
But, ere it came, the gatehouse was in ruins. 
They're marching here — Bill Blunt as leading man — 
On some mad ploy of fresh rascality. 

Reck. 

The harlot swine ! who, like their frouzy dams, 
Drink lust, as pigs the hogwash of the sty ; 
Whose homes my father built with anxious care, 
And made his fad to keep them trig and clean, — 
{Homes fouler now than dead-neap of the river), — 
They march and demónstrate ! They'd raise a plague 
In Malebolge itself, were HelFs great lord 
A fool enough to let such rubbish in. 

Drum. 

Whist ! listen ! I can hear the scoundrels coming. 

{They listen.) 

Thorne. 
The mob approaches. Let us slip the cable. 

Reck. 
I'U stand and face the scum. 
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Thorne. 

Ah ! no, sir ; no ! 
An angry mob is líke the fíerce typhoon 
In China seas ; it bursts whate'er it strikes, 
And sends to Hell before a prayer is said. 

Reck. 

I'm loath to stir for the plebeian horde, 
Or pander to your fear a single jot. 

Drum. 

Sir Manwell, let us cross the square and wait 
Within the tavern there with hidden ear. 
We'll learn soma things not meant for us to hear, 
Which, having heard, may prove oí greatest use. 

Thorne. 

Mate, you have struck the course. Whole bones are best. 
rd rather steer, sir, through Magellan Strait 
Blindfold, than pilot you in Kedar's streets 
Through such rampageons on their idle prowl. 

Reck. 

I'm loath to budge, but — well, — I will. 

{They enter the tavern.) 
{Enter Blunt and Men defiling iríto the Square from the ¡eft,) 

Blunt. 

Now, boys ! square up ; and let us square our minds 

To do. The thinking time is by, and act 

Must back up fact, and fít it like a boot. 

What is the fact ? I give you number one — 

AU labour*s capital ; and, being so, 

Without men's labour capital is naught. 

And so your labour pays yourselves your wage, 

Not capital. And now for number two — 

That boggy land you live upon is worth 

The price of bog, till you get squatted there 

To pay for dying on its rotten skin ; 
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And so you make both capital and rent 

For thieves who take it all, but what they spare 

To keep your muscle fit to earn them more. 

VOICE. 

Good, Bill ! We exist, we don^t live. 

Blunt. 

Exist ! yez don't exist ! not even that, 

Unless as flesh for wealth to fatten on, 

And blood kept hot for germs to hatch their seed in. 

I ain't a scholard, but you heard a man 

Last night — a right good scholard, boys, he is — {Cheers,) 

Who knows the causes, and has grip on things 

Unknow'd by me or you ; what did he say ? 

Says he, " You're victims, men, you know of whom ; 

Of what, I say not now, the time's not ripe, 

The open air's not safe ; to-morrow night 

Within the Ruskin Hall we'll meet at eight ; 

Let no man in who keeps a traitor heart." 

Such was his tryst. Will ye all go ? 

All. 

We will. 

Blunt. 

Right ! here are cards, your passports to the hall ; 
No man can pass the door who has not this. 

{The cards are distributed.) 
Now, boys, the Council Hall is there. At twelve 
The fat-heads meet who bossed us into plague ; 
We'll boss them into sense, or I'm not Blunt. 
Let's fix a deputation, five or six, 
And seek an hour when we can say our say. 

VoiCE. 
Good for thee, Bill ! I propose Bill Blunt. 

All. 
Ay ! Bill Blunt for one. 
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Blunt. 
All right, mates. I propose Sam Green and Ciirley. 

All. 
Agreed ! 

VOICE. 

Barny Twaddle's a good 'un. I propose 'im. 

Blunt. 
Barny,. will ye go? 

Barny. 
Sart'inly Oi will. 

Blunt. 
Is Sandy Stott here ? 

VoiCE. 

No ! the poor sowl's got the Plague. 

Blunt. 
Poor devil ! Say, men, there's Bounce and Caleb Gammon. 

VoiCE. 
Both bummers ! Will they go ? 

Blunt. 

Speak up, boys ! 

Both. 

Ay! 

Blunt. 

That's six. Enough ! Now, mates, we'll sepárate, 
Each to his den, till eight at Ruskin Hall, 
When we'll report our plans, and fix on ways 
To rid the town of plagues and wealthy snobs. 

(Meeting slowly disperses, the six selected entering t?u Town HaiL) 
{Re-enter Recknaught, Drummond, and Thorne 

Jrom the Tavern,) 
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Reck. 

What think ye now of tribune Blunt, the dc^ ! 
Who lifts his mangy neck to bark aloud, 
And hay like wolf the very lights of heaven ? 

Drum. 
A blatant rascal, only fit for shot. 

Reck. 
We'U make this Danton of the dirt to feel, 
Like him of France, 'tis better to be poor 
Than meddle with the government of men. 
And he, the coryphaeus of the band, — 
This medical fanatic, microbe mad, — 
He also must be bottled out of sight 
Or lose his larynx. 

Thorne. 

Take him off to sea. 
What say you, sir ? 'Twould be a jolly lark, 
And break no bones. Let's catch the spark to-night 
And spirit him on board the lively Trinq. 

Reck. 

Good, Thorne ! that's splendid, man ! Let might be right. 
I had not thought of such a simple plan : — 
It's capital ! Let speedy be the word. 

{Exeuni alL) 



Scene IIL 

Dr. Ronald Meadas Study, {Morning.) 

(RONALD at his ivriting table.) 

RoNALD (speaking), 

both human will, or Fate, map out our course 
That stretches 'twixt life's dawning and its night ? 
Are choice and purpose but the toys of chance 
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Ulierewíth man plays, and Cuicies he is free ? 

Loire ! ait thoo Freedom's íruit ? Art thoa tbe sweet 

Invígorator oí the laggard blood, 

Or but a parásita oí manly hearts 

That drains them dr>' oí noble purposes ? 

Alas ! I know not : but to me love's spelL 

Líke a magícían's mantle, seems to make 

My íormer selí a stianger ín my eyes. 

To thce, Hygeía I íealty I Ve sworn ; {Picking up mtdallion.) 

But ín thy place another goddess stands. 

Oí períect flesh and blood ; íor whom íoreswom 

In Kedar I remaín : írom whom to flee 

Makes barren, cold, and sunless all the world. 

My wíll, Hygeía, 's thine ; but love is Fate's. 

(Knockrng ai the door.) 

Landlady. 

A lady to see you, sir. 

(Enfer Edith.) 

Ron. 
Míss Haviland ! and here ! 

Edith. 
You are surprised. 

Ron. 

Yes ! gladly. Take a seat : you have a look 
Oíwearíness, and deep anxiety. 
Your íather, how is he ? 

Edith. 

Quite conscious now, 
But speechless rests, with eyes that recognise 
Our loving watch, and seems all íree írom pain. 
His líps speak words coníused and wanting sense, 
As urged with eífort írom a tangled tongue. 
All numb and nerveless on the counterpane 
His right arm lies, as struck by lightning shaft, 
Robbed oí all íeeling, powerless by his side. 
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And he to whom my father in his stress 
Is now committed for a chance of hfe 
Seems but a friendly, chattering kind of soul 
Who could not ñame to us his dread disease, 
Or would not ; henee my unexpected cali. 

Ron. 

No claim I hold more sacred than thy father's — 
To me a second father, and to all 
In Kedar symbolizing fatherhood. 
Since I carne here — a callow, nameless lad, — 
The sense of humble gratitude to him 
Has covered me ; created ia my heart, 
From out its chaos of unformed resolves, 
One undivided purpose, nameless yet. 

Edith. 
Why nameless ? 

Ron. 

Purposes betrayed, too oft 
Like great ideas shot before their time, 
Do miss their aim, and, like the boomerangs, 
In complex curves recoil with threatening look 
On him who lets them fly. 

Edith. 

I question not. 
Meantime your friend, my father, needs a friend, 
And I a counsellor. When can you cali ? 

Ron. 
Pm ready now. The Council meets at twelve. 

Edith. 
Now? 

Ron. 

Now ! 111 cali a cab. 

{Rising and gaing out) 
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Edith. 

Stay ! stay ! He's gone. Dear heart ! what eagerness, 

That flies for love, froiü love that's hard to hide — 

From me, who too hath purpose unbetrayed — 

Compelled by custom to betray ¡t not 

Ah, no ! it cannot be that souls are dumb — 

That spirits only speak through lips and eyes — 

That night's mysteríous visions mock the mind 

And bring sweet kisses to the hungry lips, 

Which wake the sleeper, as last night I woke 

With apprehension of impending fate — 

It cannot be that such are phantasies 

Which haunt disordered nerves Ah ! here he comes. 

(She picks up the medallion.) 

{Eníer RONALD.) 

Ron. 
Five minutes more, and we'U be oíf. 

Edith. 

What's this ? 

Ron. 
An ancient coin, with magic spell engraved 
Around the figure of Hygeia ; yet 
So small the eye unaided cannot see 
The mystic characters without a glass. 
Take this, Miss Haviland, and look at it. 



{Handing glass.) 



Edith. 

I see a female figure. In her hand 
She holds a serpent with an open mouth, 
From which emerge seven rays of Hght, 
Each pointed with a Grecian character. 

Ron. 

Five years ago, ere touching Kedar's shore, 
The captain of the ship that brought me here, 
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(A man who knew and loved thy father well), 
With solemn adjurations, gave me this 
As guide and sure protector in a strait. 

Edith. 
And these Greek letters opposite the rays ? 

Ron. 

These spell " Abraxas," ancient ñame for God- 
Creator of the sun — the Ñame invincible, 
Before which malice dies and devils quail. 

Edith. 
I would it had such power. 

RoNALD (laughing). 

Have faith : it may, 
For aught I know. 

Edith. 
You have not tested it ? 

Ron. 

To me 'tis only a remembrancer 
Of early vows to consécrate my life 
To her whose image stands for Health. 

Edith. 

A vow? 

Ron. 
A solemn vow. 

Edith. 

Your vow is now fulfiUed. 
Five years youVe laboured, and to you alone 
Is due, we hear, the fínding out of Plague. 
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Ron. 

Fulfílled ! Alas, the causes still remain 
And revel here : and he, the prímal cause, — 
The secret owner of those rookeries, — 
Last night forbade the cure. 

Edith. 

Who may he be ? 

Ron. 
Your father's greatest friend. 

Edith. 

Sir Manwell ! ah ! 

Ron. 
The same. A strange, intolerant man. 

Edith. 

He is 
My father's scourge, and my antipathy. 

Ron. 

This knowledge further strengthens me : 'twill make 
The substance of my speech to-night so sharp 
That duU intelligence may brighten into acts, 
And mend or end him. 

Edith. 

Do you speak to-night ? 

Ron. 
I do. I meet his men to-night. 

Edith. 

Pray where 
And when ? 

Ron. 
At eight : in Ruskin Hall. 
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Edith. 

Have care. 
I fear impetuosity. His wealth 
Can purchase traitors. O, beware ! 

Ron. 

í know 
Tis dangerous ; but many things are so 
On duty's uphill path. Nay ! have no fear. 
To-night I isow the seed of discontent 
In no unrighteous spirit : then, like hitn 
Who casts his grain upon the furrowed soil, 
Depart till germination does its work, 
And all the fires of further tyranny, 
With ripening glow, prepare those harrowed hearts 
Agaínst the harvesting. 

Edith. 

Depart ? Where to ? 

Ron. 

I know not yet ; but feel I must depart 
To seek in study soraething I have lost — 
To find in solitude the secret strength 
I thought was mine. Alas ! it should be so. 

Edith. 
I fail to see necessity in this. 

Ron. 

Ah ! who shall say what is necessity ? 

Or give each man full freedom of right choice ? 

Birth, breeding, education, body, brain, 

Are blanks or prizes plucked from Fortune's wheel— 

Foredoom the barbarous deeds of savage men, 

And set the civilized at Heaven's gate. 

For me, I fear, there is but little choice. 

I go from Kedar, seeking power to cope 

Some day with all its mass of misery — 
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False public men, each with an axe to grind 
Wherewith to cleave his way to petty fame — 
Its merchant prínces sitting calm, aloof, 
Who smile, as lofty critics smile who pen 
With acrid quill the struggling author's doom — 
Its thoughtless populace, like dríven sheep 
That leap affrighted from the butcher's hand — 
Its wretched poor in misery forlorn, 
The puppets of the public-house and pawn — 
All these a Samson need in strength, with soul 
Inspired afresh in high and boly shrine. 

Edith. 

Alas ! thy words my thoughts do well express ; 

And yet, methinks, true inspirations come 

More freely in community with man 

Than far away in isolated fanes. 

Let father's grave necessity and mine 

Cast from your mind awhile the greater cause 

That filis, I know, each moment of your day. 

I know he sympathises with your aims 

And has ideáis of a gladder time 

For Kedar than her present day of sorrow. 

Grant my request, that till, with health restored, 

He rises to resume his place and power, 

You will not leave us. Come, now promise this. 

Ron. 
Thy will is law. 

Edith. 

I have no right to tie 
Your ways and plans, but — 

Ron. 

Nothing thou canst wish 
Or ask, I would not daré attempt to do. 

Edith. 
Ah, me ! *tis gratitude is speaking now. 
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Ron. 

I cannot claim it as the impulse. Truth 

Must say so much, should truth ne'er speak again. 

Edith. 

Then I — I fear — I know no other claims 
But those of friendship and humanity. 

Ron. 

Humanity ! alas ! a motive broad and deep, 
Found only at the core of mighty hearts 
A^Tiose grand pulsations echo those of God. 
From such sublimity I'm far away : 
One human face — one human heart to me 
Give life, strength, motive — Edith, it is thine. 
Thou speakest not ! Thine eyes are also dumb ! 
Look up ; and in their glance I'U read my fate. 

Edith. 
My heart hath filled my eyes. I cannot see. 

Ron. 

Nay, then, beloved, I'll restore thy sight. 
And kiss an answer from thine eyes. 

{Kisses her on the brow,) 

Edith. 

Ronald ! 



Ron. 



Yes ! dearest one. 



Edith, 
My eyes are opened now. 

Ron. 



They speak to me. 



Edith. 
Now, look ! what do they speak ? 



E 
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Ron. 
Truth, holiness, and love : — the last — the most ! 

Edith. 
My lips, remember, have not answered you. 

Ron. 

They need not, love — they need not. Heaven be praised ! 
ni seal their silent answer with a kiss. 

{Kisses her,) 
My sours soul now thou art — nay, long have been — 
But now assured till soul exists no more, 
And hearts have ceased to throb. 

Edith. 

So be it, love. 
Now, Ronald, let us henee, lest love finds cause 
To forfeit any claim a paren t has 
On dutiful attention from his child. 

Ron. 

My sweet one, 'tis a forfeit I most fear, 
That loving me, may lose to you his love. 

Edith. 

Love is not love that stops at sacrifice 
Of all — a father, mother, wealth, and friends, — 
Ay, Heaven itself, should it stand in between 
The unión of two hearts like yours and mine. 

Ron. 

Brave little heart ! You fortify my soul 

By words like these, 'gainst any fate that falls : 

Come Ufe or death, I'm thine now — evermore. 

{Exeunt) 
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SCENE IV. 

A Publu Sguare : same as Scene Il.y Act IL 
{Crowd of CiTiZENS assembled, Thorne disguised.) 

First Cit. 
Is Blunt come ? 

Second Cit. 
Not yet. 

Third Cit. 

Ah ! here comes Bounce. What news o' the big 'un, Bounce ? 
Twelve's struck. 

First Cit. 
So have we, an' we're tired o' waiting. 

Bounce. 

A little tires you boys, when youVe naught to do but wait for 
the feeling o't. He's coming. 

Third Cit. 
So is Christmas. 

First Cit. 
Who's to face up, Bounce ? 

Bounce. 
' The big 'un and Curley. 

Second Cit. 
Where do you come in ? 

Bounce. 
Curley's chosen 'cause his house is shut. The Plague has 
gripped his kid, and he is boarding in the town's doss-house. 

Third Cit. 
So-am I : a beastly hole wi' shake-downs on the floor. 
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First Cit. 
What's the line to be, Bounce ? 

BOUNCE. 

A ílax-line for the fat-heads — a line spun for sneaks, and noosed 
for noodles ! Fine for slackening stiff-necks ; straight as a gallows* 
cord wi* a cut-throat at the end o't. A good line, mates. Put it in 
the bag and say naught. Ha ! here's Blunt 

{Enter Blunt and Deputation.) 

All. 
Hurrah ! Hurrah ! 
(Blunt and kis Committee ascend the stairs of the Council Hall.) 

All. 
Speech ! Speech ! 

Blunt. 

Citizens, we thank you. Encouragement is good. Your cheers 
are good, and warm us to our work. Our work is good. All work 
is good that keeps us well, and brings the people work. Good 
work should earn good wages. (Cheers,) Have you goodwages? 
{Shouts of ^^Nd/") I know it, and we mean to have good wages 
for all. I say for all, not for a few. (Cheers,) Who are well and 
prosperous here ? You workers ? No ! Who then ? Fat shanty 
owners — rookery lords — roistering on their rack-rents; bloated 
merchants, stuíñng you with adulterants, clothing you with slops, 
and blinding you wi' puncheons o* Berlin spirit. The very earth 
theyVe grabbed, ay, and what's under the earth. They try to córner 
your food and fatten themselves on the scarcity ; cotton, coal, iron, 
and everything that people need is grabbed by Capital, but air — the 
only thing on earth that^s free, and even it they'd córner if they 
could, and make you pay for it. At every point youVe had — 
sweated in every pore. Citizens ! we're going for reform — for 
justice — for equal rights to every man ! On our banner — look at it, 
citizens — (banner held up) — there is our first demand — " Down with 
THE MiLLiON AIRES ! " (Great cheering,) 

(Blunt and Committee enter the IfalL) 
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Thorne to First Cit. 
Matey, what's the row about ? 

First Cit. 

What lay are you, ye bastard-looking gony ? Have ye no ears 
to list with ? Ye look like some oíd rip just vomited from jail. 

Thorne. 

YouVe not over polite, messmate. By the living jingo, gin I 
had ye in a fo'c^s'le I'd cut a whack out of you wi* my jack-knife. 

First Cit. 

Ha ! yeVe shown yer foot. Ho, boys ! here's one o* them oíd 
bowline buUies as fetched the Plague on us. Have at you, you dirty 
sea-rover. 

{Grips htm,) 

Thorne. 

You want a clinch ; then have it — there ! 

{Trips htm and runs offright,) 

First Cit. 

You d d oíd shellback ! — catch him ! catch him ! {Rising,) 

Come, mates, a good chase. 

(Exit All inpursuiL) 
{Enter RECKNAUGHTy^-í?»! left,) 

Reck. (solus). 

Escape most lucky ! Gad ! but this must end. 
To-night the rat-trap stands with open mouth 
To snap the vermin, greedy in their quest 
Of demonstration and bombastic talk. 

{Enter Drvmmond /¡rom right,) 
Ha, Drummond ! has oíd Thorne escaped these fiends ? 

Drum. 

He has, sir. Down the vennel like a haré 
He fled and disappeared like eel in mud. 
From there a narrow mews leads to the quay 
Where Hes the dinghy ready to his hand. 
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Reck. 

Tis well ! Be ready for to-night's exploit. 
The Captain got a card, and, well disguised, 
Will, unsuspected, sit cióse by the door. 
When all is over, he will rush outside 
Enthusiastic for the orator, 
And shout, " A cab to take the Doctor home " ; 
That is the sign. You, ih your coachman's garb, 
Stand humbly by the door. The bait will take, 
If all be neatly done, and Medicus 
Will, ere the morn, be raving to the waves. 
But should mischance befall, and he afoot 
Across the bridge prefer to make his way, 
Drive on before, and stop at Coster's Quay, 
Well in the shadow. There your hire is safe. 
Once gagged and in, youll take him to the punt 
Where men are hid in ambush for the job. 
A hundred pounds are yours if all goes well. 
If not, for all in Kedar there is Hell. 

Drum. 
No fear, sir ; count on me. 

Reck. 

I will ; farewell. 
{Exeunt Both. Recknaught enters Town HalL) 



SCENE V. 

Drawing'Room in Mayores Mansión : same as Act /. of Scene L 
(Charlotte reclining on couch reading.) 

Char. 

I*m sick — so sick of this chased, carven cage ; 
As lark hemmed in by gilded brazen bars, — 
Brought from the merry sunshine and free skies, — 
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Where life is singing, soaring life is song, — 
Beats hard with bleeding wing his prison house — 
So I, whose girlhood passed in sunny lands, 
Where mirth and pleasure mingled to delight 
Each nerve, and every sense to make replete 
With quickened joy, revolt against this hour 
Of drear existence soured by thwarted hopes. 
A Mayoress, forsooth ! A human dolí, 
That shakes a thousand hands, and bows and smiles 
To eyes that pass as loveless as the lights 
That gleam from ships far oíf in darkened seas. 
Far better death ! Ay, better death than this 
Dead, loveless life ; no spirit can make one 
With him my husband ñor with her his child. 

{Enter Recknaught.) 

Reck. 
Ah ! Mayoress — and alone. Fm glad. 

Char. 

You're glad ! 

Reck. 
Yes, glad : but why this countenance ? 

Char. 

Why, sir? 
Too many countenances hide the hearts 
That beat in agony behind their smiles. 

Reck. 
The Mayor's ill, I understand, and I — 

Char. 

You understand ! No, no, sir ; you do not. 
You think you do. 

Reck. 
You're complimentary. 
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Char. 

I Ve had good time to think out compliments. 
Twice since my message that small hand has crawrd 
Its weary round till wounded patience sank, 
And bade hope follow. 

Reck. 

Charlotte, pardon me. 
Discourtesies which gall the blood proceed 
Alone from acts or manners tbat betray 
A purpose to offend. Of that there's none. 
Your message carne upon an anxious hour, 
Since which each moment crowded me with work. 
Come, Charlotte, brush away this petulance 
And smile. 

('har. 

'Tis mockery to speak like that ; 
Nay, worse than mockery, to look for smiles 
From her who gave up soul and body — all, 
To him who yesternight dared seek to wed 
The daughter of the man who calis me wife. 
Too true I loved you ; and I loved him not. 
Too true his heart can never beat with mine. 
But yet I have a heart — am woman still. 



( Weeps — sobbing,) 



Reck. 

I swear by sacred Heaven ! Charlotte, look up ! 
I swear, should death o'ertake him — look, my love — 
If death should take him — do you hear me, dear ? 
His death would break this bond, and set us free. 

Char. 
This bond — his death — what bond ? 

Reck. (aside). 

No use, she sees it not. (Aloud.) This bond, my own ; 
The bond signed by yourself but yesterday 
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Compelled by him, who also me compelled, 
For reasons which I've sworn to tell to none. 

Char. 
Not even me ? 

Reck. 
No, Charlotte ; you of all 
The oath most bars. 

Char. 

He could not trust his wife. 
He never did. Ah ! never, never me. 
His Edith was his only confidante. 
For her he plotted, sweated, groaned, and toiled, 
And skulked within his den — an anchorite — 
A husband but in ñame, and I — a fool ! 



Reck. 



End it, and fly with me. 



Char. 

You love her not ? 



Reck. 

You only, Charlotte, have I loved and love ; 

And for your love Tve risked an honest ñame. 

Be brave. This Gordian-knot of misery 

That ties you tight for life to him who lies 

A useless lump of dumb paralysis, 

May be untied, nay, cut to-night by flight. 

To-night my yacht sails from the harbour here 

Upon a voyage to Levantine seas, 

Where, lost among their islands, we may live 

The glorious life of lovers, free of pain. 

Char. 

Oh, Manwell ! I am trembling all with fear. 
Love blinded us to virtue. Yet to blind 
'Quick conscience in ourselves is surely vain. 
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Reck. 

What maketh conscience in our social state ? 

What brands with shame the passion we have shared ?- 

Poor human law ! which marriage consecrates, 

And binds two natures, distant as the poles, 

Within a lustful bond unbondable, 

And tries to weld two hearts unweldable. 

Such is your case, which virtue bids you cióse. 

Char. 
Such is, alas ! my case ; but then 



Reck. 

Then what ? 

Char. 
The sting of scandal is so long and sharp. 

Reck. 

Bah ! Scandal is the flea-bite of an hour — 

The bogey of the mediocre mind 

That gossips keep to frighten maids withal. 

Yet, if you fear it, listen to my plan. 

You have an únele living at Marseilles ; 

To-night I will arrange a wire from him 

To bid you basten there with every speed. 

I know him well — a jolly, game oíd cock 

As ever trod the freer soil of France. 

Leave it about. Dress up in something plain 

And quit the house at twelve — when all is still. 

My carriage shall be waiting near the lodge, 

And then, my Charlotte, misery farewell ! 

What say you ? 

Char. 

Man well, I am trembling still. 
Your men will recognise me. 

Reck. 
Not a bit. 
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You'U come by Seely's Lañe, and 1 11 give out 
A stewardess is wanted for the Trinq. 
Now, love, remember : prompt at twelve to-night. 
Be strong. You promise ? 

Char. 
I will come. 



Reck. 

I seal it, dear. 

(He kisses her.) 
(Charlotte rings the bell,) 



Char. 
That telegram : you'U not forget it, dear. 

' Reck. 

Nay, sweetest, it shall duly come to hand. 



{Enter Joan.) 



Char. 
Attend Sir Manwell. Sir, good afternoon ! 

{Exeunt SiR Manwell and Joan.) 
(Charlotte sinks into a chair and covers her face with her hands.) 



Scene VI. 

Kedar: A Public Square. Same as Act ILy Scene 11, 

{Night) 

{Enter Drummond as a Cabman.) 

Drum. 

Ach ! what a night o' nights ! a devil's night 

For dark : a polar bear's for chilly airs. 

Grand night for burglar's tricks, and press-gang men, 

Who made blue-jackets out of land-lubbers. 
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(Sings,) 

A good snug berth 
For scum of the earth 
And a fat, full-bellied station : 
You may go to the bad, 
So we take you, my lad, 
For the sake of King and Nation. 

{Great applause from within the halL) 
Ay ! Cheer him up : my clap comes later on. 

{Enfer Edith as serving-maid,) 
Cold night, my dainty : do you want a cab ? 

Edith. 
Nay, sir : Tm looking for the Ruskin Hall. 

Drum. 

Thy nose is pointing to't. Certes, a pretty nose ! A sculptor's 
dream ! Was thy father an expert in noses, lass ? Asking your 
pardon, now, who is thy father ? 

Edith. 
A good man. 

Drum. 

A. Goodman ! Humph ! don't know him. So, Miss Goodman, 
you be'st looking for the Hall, which maybe contains thine own 
goodman, eh? 

Edith. 
I have no goodman but my father, sir ! 

Drum» 
Well, well ! don't cross yer comely face : I'm glad to hear it. 

Edith. 
May I ask a question, sir ? 

Drum. 
A thousand, miss ; a thousand ! 



KEDAR. 59 

Edith. 



Are you a cabman ? 



Drum. 

Worse luck ! I am. Of callings the coldest — a poor devil of a 
dicker on a dickey — a driver broken on the wheel, at the mercy of 
miseifs — ^living on the generosity of tippers — everybody's flunkey — ^a 
tiger in muftí — rattling, battling, jarring, swearing, boxed on a 
growler staring for a fare. Such is — yours tnily. But, withal, an 
honest chap, an' if you have a sweetheart wouldn't steal off him more 
than a few kisses ; if none, well, help me, Cupid, I wouldn't mind 
introducing myself to your notice. 

Edith (aside), 
This is no common cabman. {Aloud,) What's thy ñame? 

Drum. 

John Drum — Ah, well — honest — that's not my real ñame: 
they cali me Drumly; my real, Christian, go-to-meeting ñame is 
Smith — John Smith, at your service for better or worse. 

{Great applause from the Hall^ the door of which is opened,) 
(Jome, now, honey ! a kiss or two before they come. 

{Tries to seize her ; she escapes,) 
A pretty wench, by Gad, a pretty wench ! Til spot her yet. Now 
to my horse. (Edith watches from side,). 

{Enter Thorne, disguised^ from Hall, followed by crowd ofmen,) 

Thorne. 

Side up, boys ! and give the doctor a cheer. What a speech 1 
Grand, mates, simply grand ! Hip ! hip ! ! hip ! I ! 

All. 
Hurrah ! Hurrah I ! Hurrah ! ! ! 

Thorne. 

Ah ! look there, boys ! a cab by all that's lucky ! Let's stand 
the brave doctor a cab home. Well he deserved it, by Heav'n. 
Who'U coUect ? Here's my mite. 
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BOUNCE. 

I'U be collector ! {taking offMs cap.) Come on wi' yer chink. 
(Eaeh manfuts a <opper in the aip.) 
(Enter Blunt, Committee, and Ronald.) 

All. 
Huirah 1 Humh ! ! Hurrah ! ! ! 

BoUNCE {handing Blunt the money). 
Say, Bill, it's a cold night ; to pay the doctor's cab faome — broa 

US alL 

Blunt, 
Well done, friends ! {To Ronald.) Sir, your way is long. 
Accept our gratitude and drive. 

Ron. 
I thank you, men, I thank you. \Ve will meet, 
With plans matured and ripe for acts, anón. 
Till then, I pray, no act may cast away 
v™.> k„i„ — ^use. Be patient. Light will come. 

c cai, and is drii^n offright, amidgreal cheering.) 

CURTAIN. 



KEDAR. 6i 



ACT III. 

SCENE I. 

Hall in Fort Raleigh^ Kyrenia^ Cyprus, {Night) 

i^Seated on ground mar a log fire on the left are Charles Haviland 
(Carlos), Katergi, and two Greek seamen, Yacoub and Anki ; 
al I dressed as Greek sailors. Dominóes being plqyed.) 

Carlos. 

Ha, ha ! the game is yours. Now, Janni, sleep 
Should be the game. 

Kat. 

Not me ! I feel to-night 
Too glad to sleep. To-morrow we are free : 
. One — two — three — four will bring the peep o' day, 
And six will see us in the snug oíd cave. 
Come on, another throw ! 

Carlos. 
No, no ! Tm sick. 

Kat. 

Ach, Carlos, fudge ! you'll soon be on the sea ; 
And here's to him who catches you again, 
If once you foot Alaj^'s jaggéd coast. 

Carlos. 
And you ? 

Kat. 

If I were young again I'd flee 
The first dark night that bore an Eastern wind, 
With Yacoub here and Anki in a craft. 
And taste again the pirate's liberty. 
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Carlos. 

So, so, Katergi, you give up the game : 

Ha, ha ' bold buccaneer ! you're tamed at last. 

Kat. 

Ay, Carlos, age and rheums, with twenty years 
Of prison life's enough for any man. 
Give me thy youth and my felucca now, 
And I'd defy a thousand Englishmen. 

Carlos. 
I too ! but how ? I own not one piastra. 

Kat. 

I do : some thousands ! but, by curséd luck, 

My wealth is buried near Kelenderi. 

Whist — hush ! the sentry comes ! Comrades, lie down. 

{All lie down till the Sentry passes, In the silence it is evident a- 
stonn^ with ¿ightning^ is raging outside, The Sentry goes his 
rounds and passes out again^ right front,) 

Carlos. 

He's gone. Hear how the tempest roars to-night ! 
A damned fine chance to salvage foundered ships 
And seek for fortune in each floating corpse. 

Kat. 

Ha ! ha ! ha ! ha ! You for a Frango's imp ! 
Callous as death when hunting for his spoil. 

Carlos. 

Come on, Katergi ! set us on some plan 
Before to-morrow, Gad ! we cannot starve. 
You spoke of hidden gold. 

Kat. 

Ay; listen, lads, 
As if your fate depended on your ears. 
For years my ñame spelt terror, blood and death 
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From Coracessium to Sarpedon 

It was my pride to slaughter, wreck, and rob 

In every ship that floated in my sight. 

I laboured hard, and fortune blessed my toil : 

Gold, jewels, merchandise, and priceless things 

I got and hid within a mountain cave 

Unknown to any being but myself. 

They're buried on Cilicia's reefy shore, 

Not far to eastward of Kelenderi, 

Within a rock, where happy accident 

One day discovered to my searching eye 

An opening, water-sealed by every tide. 

All. 
Ah ! Santa Dio ! 

Carlos. 
Janni, mock us not ! 

Kat. 
Nay ! if there be such things as gods, I swear 
'Tis no romance. 

Carlos. 
Then Heav'n banish sleep, 
And chain the sun from rising till we know 
The utmost thou canst tell. 

Kat, 

Tis difficult 
To show the ears what should be shown the eyes. 
Alas ! my body's done ; and Cyprus now 
I fear to leave. Til do my best, my lads. 
Within my cave along the western shore 
To-morrow we will ponder on a scheme. 
My daughter waits me there. Dear Hy ! she knows 
The rock, but knows not where it leads. 

Carlos. 

Dear lass 1 
rd trust her with my soul ! but trust our ears. 
Describe the rock, each nerve is strained to hear. 
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Kat. 

I cannot. Miles oí cliífs and barren rocks 
Are there so similar, description's vain. 
Besides, you must have money for the job, 
And buy a craft of ampie size and speed. 
To-morrow night let all come down when free 
And see me in the cave. We'll plan it then. 

Carlos. 

You bet ! but where poor devils such as we 

Shall fínd enoligh to purchase a caique 

Beats thinking out. Hark ! did you hear a gun ? 

{A distant boom is heard, A second onefoliows, All stand up, 
Anki runs to a crenelle in the wall and peers out.) 

Anki. 
A light ! A light ! One big ship on the rocks ! 

(Sentry rushes infrom right front.) 

Sentry. 
Come, prisoners ! to the rescue ! Help ! help ! 

Kat. 
I cannot go. 

{Exeunt Sentry, Yacoub, and Anki, right front,) 

Carlos. 

Ñor I. I feel a fever in my veins. 
ril lay me down. Put on another log. 

Kat. 

There ! that will blaze. When good St. Nicholas, 
Insulted, sulks, poor sailors go to Hell. 
Those blasted countrymen of thine, who came — 
The Giaours — the sneaks — with bags of silver coin, 
Loaded on mules, and Cyprus bought with bribes — 
Have even chased Panayia from her shrine, 
And loosed from her control the elements. 
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Carlos. 

Why glare at me, Katergi. I, like you, 
Despise all sneaks. Once Englishraen díd ñght 
And pírate for the tit-bits of the world, 
In Canadá, in India, and Spain, 
But now ! 

Kat. 

Ach ! cease ! Their time is coming soon. 
Already fever decimates their ranks 
And graves are growing on Kyrenia's slopes. 
My son ! come swear by any god you know 
To stand by oíd Katergi. Vengeance I shall have, 
Secret, but sure and swift. Those Infidels 
Who tracked me with their Wasp, and caged me here 
Till rheumatism creaks in every joint, 
Shall feel, if we escape, Katergi's power. 

Carlos. 

No cause have I to love my countrymen, 
Who pay to gold the homage due to Heav'n. 
My father brought me up to dote on wealth, 
For he was poor, and honour could not buy 
Within a realm where poverty is shunned. 
Pive years I was indentured to his friend — 
A brute — who paid me such a wretched wage 
As would not feed his hunters for a year. 
I fell in debt, and in my diré di stress 
I forged a cheque for eighty English pounds. 
The truth came out before I could repay. 
The wretched hound was obdurate as death. 
He threatened prison, and I ran away — 
Disguised my ñame and self, and took a post 
As sailor on a vessel bound for Greece. 
You know the rest. I am a pirate now. 

Kat. 
Ay, lad ! a damned good pirate too. Now swear ! 
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Carlos. 
I love your Hy, and by my love I swear 
To be a son to you, my second father. 

(Enter Sentry, Yacoub, and Anki, with Recknaught and Thorne 
in oil-skins and sou^westers from the right front.) 

Sentry. 
There 1 warm yourselves while I look out for food. 

{Exit Sentry (lighting a candle) up an incline on opposite side of Hall 
(right back). Recknaught and Thorne take offtJuir oil-skins. 
Carlos recognises Recknaught, and whispers earnestly /^ 
Katergi. He then lies down with his face to the walL) 

Kat. 
You Ve had the deviPs luck, messmates. 

Thorne. 
The very deviPs. 

Kat. 
Sit down and toast ye — Anki, coffee, quick ! {Exit Anki,) 

Reck. 
What place is this ? 

Kat. 
Kyrenia's fortress. 



And you and these ? 



Reck. 

Hum! 

Kat. 
Just sailors, sir, like you. 

Reck. 



Shipwrecked ? 



Kat. 

Ay, bo's*n ; wrecked in every sense. 
(Enter Anki with kettle^ which he places on thejire, and cups,) 
Right ! Anki. Blow like Hell until it boils. 
{To Reck.) Where were you fetching to a night like this ? 
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Reck. 
To Scanderóon. 

Kat. 

I know the harbour well, 
The fínest on the Syrian shore ; the town's 
A fever hole. It kills oíf men like flies. 

Reck. 
Good place, you think, to take one's enemies ? 

Thorne. 

The/re safer, sir, in Davy Jones* locker, 
Where much I fear our shipmates are to-night. 

Kat. 
How many ? 

Thqrne. 

Twenty men ; good sailors all ! 
It makes me sick at heart to think oí them. 

Reck, 
Then do not think. The coffee — is it ready ? 

Kat, 
It boils. Come, Anki 1 Yacoub ! cups all round. 

<(Anki and Yacoub hand round the cups, The Sentry enters 
rightf with somefood^ and retires again,) 

Thorne. 

For me ? No 1 no ! my stomach's full of brine, 
And faints for something in the shape of grog. 

Kat. 
The Sentry has some Commandoria. 

Reck. (astde). 
Be careful, Thorne : wine loosens everything. 
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Thorne. 

Ay, ay, sir I tongues get loóse when men get tight. 
'Twould take a cask to-night to waggle mine. 
Let's have a dram. Hey ! matey, are you there ? 

{Enter Sentry.) 

Kat. 

This gentleman is asking for some wine. 
I think you have a skin. 

Sentry. 
I have a drop. 

Thorne. 

Wine, whisky, rum, or any liquid stuff — 
I care not what, if it is alcohol. 

Kat. 
Your ship ! has she gone down ? 



{Exit Sentry.) 



Reck. 

Your curséd rocks, 

Edging in serried row a savage shore, — 

Have gored the finest boat in Christendom. 

But for the rope your fríends threw over us 

Our mangled bodies would be food for sharks. 

{Enter Sentry with skin of wine^ from which he filis for 

Recknaught and Thorne.) 

(Holding up his cup.) 

Drink, Thorne, a bumper to our better luck ; 

To you, our friends and helpers, drink we thanks. 

{They drink.} 
Fah ! but it's sweet and tarry : yet it fans 

The chilly blood into a heat again, 

And seems to iit me for an anxious night. 

Thorne. 

Ay, ay ! and me ! I cannot get the shrieks 

Of drowning men and her out of my ears : 

And him, — the doctor chap : my God ! his eyes — 
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Before he plunged in after her, and sank, — 
Haunt me with terror. Awful ! wasn't ¡t ? 

Sentry. 
Your beds are ready, gentlemen. 

Reck. 
Come ! Captain, let us rest. Your nerve is gone. 
Good night, sirs ; we will meet to-morrow morn, 
And in' more solid way than fíts this hour 
Will pay our thanks. And now, sir, lead the way. 

(Exeunt Recknaught and Thorne with Sentry up the inclined 

path, right back.) 

(Carlos springs up.) 

Carlos. 
Saw you his belt, Katergi ? 

Kat. 

Ay ! what then ? 

Carlos. 
It's fuU of English sovereigns. As he sat 
I heard the chinking of the precious stuíf, 
Which we must get to-night, — but how ? 

Kat. 

You rave. 
They're in the barracks on the upper floor, 
Safe locked a way ; and we on his return 
Must to our cells. To-morrow we must plot 
A likely scheme. You might become his guide. 

Carlos. 
His guide ! Ho ! ho ! (chiukies), Katergi, don't talk rot ; 
He was my m áster just five years ago. 

Kat. • 

Five years ago you were as like yourself 
To-day, as mummies are to living men. 
Besídes, a little henna, well applied 
On hair and beard, will make you like a Mousa. 
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Carlos. 
We must have coin, Katergi : I will try't. ' — 

But, Heavens ! the sentry ; he will blow the gaff. 
Ah ! here he comes. I'll have a word with him. {Enter Sentry.) 

Sentry. 
Now, prísoners ! to your calis ! 

"Carlos. 

Before we go — 
On this last night of our imprísonment — 
Allow US just a word of thanks to you 
For all your leniency and care of us. 
No jailer could be kinder, tenderer, 
More sympathetic with the wretched lot 
Of prísoners than you have been. 

Sentry. 
Well, well 1 all right ! Come on, now ; get to bed. 

Carlos. 
One other word. Those shipwrecked gentlemen 
Know naught of our disgrace ; and we would beg 
A small, last boon — as we'Ube off at dawn — 
Which is — Don't tell them we were prísoners. 

Sentry. 
Well, well ! to picase you, I will not. Now, come. 

{Exeunt All, through door^ Uft back,} 



SCENE II. 

Outside Katergfs Cave, {Dawn,) 
(RoNALD enters /rom the Cave^ dressed as an Arab Muleteer or 

Guide, and sits down on a rock,) 

RoNALD (so/us). 
I thank thee, Heaven 1 for this moving air ; 
Ah ! hoigr its crispness lassitude dispels 
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And brings invigoration to the blood ! 
Lo ! ye grey ñocks that speed your airy ñight 
Swift to the North with tnimpet-notes of joy, 
Oh, how I wish you'd take me on your wings. 
Bear me a message to my love, ye birds 1 
Birds, be my Ariels ! Speed on ! speed on ! 
Say Ronald is not dead, but lives in love 
All night, all day ! Say everything he sees 
Reflects her image, else he could not live. 
Tell her I'm coming soon ! — ah me ! how soon ? 
Tell her to weep not — 

{Enter Hygeia from cave,) 

Hy. 

Ha ! you are there, sir. He ! he ! he ! ! he ! ! ! 

{Continúes to laugh,) 

Ronald. 
Go on ! go on ! I love a hearty laugh. 

Hy. 
You look so funny in Keraji clothes. 

Ronald. 
I seem your father's size. They fit right well. 

Hy. 
They do. Poor, dear oíd dad ! Hell soon be here. 

Ronald. 
Where ¡s he ? 

Hr. 
There ! (pointing to his right,) 

Ronald. 

In yonder castle ? 

Hy. 

Um ! {nodding assent) 
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RONALD. 

What is it called ? 

Hy. 

Kyrenia's Fort. 

RONALD. 

I see, 
High perched upon yon mountain crest, the towers 
Of some huge fortress glistening in the light : 

{Pointing to it towards his right^ behind him.y 
What may it be ? 

Hy. (smí/tng.) 

Hygeia's Castle, sir. 

RONALD. 

What? {excitedly fronting her.) 

Hv. 
Oh r what a fright you gave me, sir ! 

RONALD. 

Forgive me, madam : I am scarce myself. 
Since yesternight my brain seems all confused. 
Say ! did I hear aright, — Hygeia's Castle ? 

Hy. 

Ah, yes ! She used to dwell within its halls. 
They cali it Buffamente. Sir ! what's wrong ? 

RoNALD (abstractedly). 

Beloved goddess ! am I then so near, 
Or do. my senses reel in this distress ? 
Hygeia — 

Hy. 
Sir? 

RONALD. 

Ah, pardon ! you are sure 
Those battlements were once Hygeia's home ? 
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Hy. 



Quite sure. 



RoNALD (abstraciedly), 
My love ! my love ! this compénsales. 



Hy. {laughing). 

Upon my word, you are a funny gentleman ! 

I'm not your love. Hygeia is engaged. 

If Carlos heard you, sir — Ah ! here they come. 

For any sake go in, till.I explain. 

{Laughing and gently pushing htm,) 

(RoNALD enters the cave, Enter Katergi and Carlos from the 

left, Katergi embraces Hygeia.) 
Kat. (holding her at arm^s length). 

See, Carlos, this bright face ! these sparkling eyes, 

That all those cruel months have faded not, 

But, like the diamond from the grinding bost. 

Are but the brighter for the ordeal. {Kisses her.) 

Carlos. 
Don't kiss her all away. Leave some for me. 

Hy. 

There's plenty for you both ; there ! one, two, three. {Kisses him.) 

And one big hug to make you feel at home. 

I feel so happy I would like to cry. 

Oh, how Tve cried night after night — alone ! 

Counting the stars and listening to the sea 

And praying for this morning ! 



Carlos. 



Poor wee pet 



f 



But that is past. We're free ; and ne'er again 
Those hired assassins will lay hold on us 
Alive. IVe swom to help in his revenge. 

(Katergi walks to the door of the cave,) 
See ! how he walks with crippled, halting step, 
Cracking with rheums, and drenched with dungeon dew. 
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Father ! 



Yes! 



Hy. 



Kat. 



Hy. 



Some one's in ; don't enter yet. 
Kat. 



Some friends ? 



Hy. 



Um ! Englishman with lady friend. 

(Katergi retums.) 

Carlos. 
Our Hy*s been keeping lodgers for support. 

Kat. 
What means it, little one ? Who be they ? 

Hy. 

Listen ! 
Last night I sat up late to watch the storm, 
Which roared so loud no sleep was possible. 
Away to seaward, by the lightning's glare 
I saw a vessel opposite the Fort 
Rushing with awful speed upon the rocks. 
A gun was fired ; and then there seemed to come, 
Cutting its way straight through the hurricane, 
Such shrieks of terror as a woman's throat 
Could only utter in a sinking ship. 
It cried for help. I rushed along the shore, 
And crept behind the ramparts of the Fort 
Until I reached a rock beside the tower. 
Half dazed, I strained my eyes and ears in Yain. 
At length I heard men's cries. Just then a wave 
Rolled past me like an avalanche, and broke 
With fearful crash behind. I tumed and fled 
In fear along the fosse ae;ain to shore. 
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I heard a voice beside me. Looking round 
I saw a shadow walking ín the sea, 
Bearing within its arms a heavy load. . 
It was the gentleman now in our cave, 
ril cali him out. The lady is asleep. 

{She is aboui to go tn,y 

Kat. 
Hy ! Hy ! a moment ! we'll consult on this. 

Carlos. 

Katergi, this will complícate our plans, 
And adds but witnesses to all we do. 

Kat. 
So seems it. Let me think. Hy, what's his ñame ? 

Hy. 
I cannot tell. No ñames they gave ; ñor I. 

Kat. 
Well, well ! describe them. 

Hy. 

He, fine looking, tall,. 
Some English Milor, I would say, with eyes 
That look you through, then quick gaze far away, 
As if he saw some visión in the air : 
And then he speaks, with emphasis intense, 
In language grave, and yet so musical 
The ear is cheated of the sense of it. 

Kat. 
And she ? 

Hy. 

She's small and plump in figure : fair 
Complexión, querulous and fast of speech : 
A lady, — yet, peculiar in her air. 
Poor thing ! she's ill, and cannot be removed 
For many days. 
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Carlos. 
Tve heard that angels carne 
In ancient days quite unawares, and bless'd 
Their entertainers in a marvellous way. 
Maybe your lodgers, Hy, shall do the same, 
And bless us with some coin oí English mint 
If so, we'U keep them on a stated board. 
lí not, let charity begin at borne. 

Kat. 

That's sense. At once we must prepare to move 

Across Adana's waters to my den. 

Work, beg, or steal, — no matter how it comes, — 

We must have money for our enterprise : 

•Go ! bring the stranger out. V\\ question him. 

{Exit Hygeia.) 
We, Carlos, for the time, are fishermen, 

Made bankrupt by the hurricane last night. 

Remember, lad ! be sparing of your tongue. 

{Enter Hygeia with Ronald.) 

'Good morning ; welcome warm to Cyprus, sir ; 

And, none the less that, uninvited guests, 

You and your lady found a refuge here 

Yxom most inhospitable elements. 

Ron. 

Within our hearts is deepest gratitude, 

First, to this heroine, your daughter, sir, 

Whose courage helped me battling with the waves, 

And in our sorest need has sheltered us ; 

Also to you, who crownest all her acts 

With this kind greeting. 

Kat. 

You were in the ship 
That foundered at the Fort, we hear, last night ? 

Ron. 
I was. A most unwilling passenger. 
Can'st tell me, sir, if all were drowned save us ? 
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Carlos {to Hygeia). 
Hast any breakfast, sweet, for starving men ? 

Hy. 
I'll off and get it ready in a trice. (Exit Hygeia into cave,) 

Kat. 
Two men, we heard, were saved. 

Ron. 

No more ? 

Kat. 

No more. 

Ron. 

Four saved from twenty-four ! Nay, one scarce saved — 

The lady — lying there 'twixt life and death — 

All victims of the cruelty of one 

To whom, Heav'n grant, the sea hath given rest, 

And cleansed his body from its hateful soul. 

Carlos. 
You speak with bitterness. 

Kat. 

Ay ! Who was he ? 

Ron. 
If yonder tide, still ebbing, bears him out, 
All shrouded in the frondage of the deep, 
And lays him in some hollow out of sight, 
Methinks that silence fits th' occasion best. 

Carlos. 
But if not ? 

Ron. 

What ! if not? You tempt me, sir, 
To think that darkness, storm, and sea combined 
To mock all righteousness, and cast alive 
Upon your island home of seeming peace 
The subtlest vagabond of modern days. 
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.1 sleeping men to satisfy theír lust. 
ae, you say, still lives, has preyed on those 
') carne within his all-consuming will. 
>k up to yonder towers ! dost see the light 
..it from the East gleams from their battlements ? 
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do. 



BOTH. 



Ron. 



To-night I must be on their crest : 
\ay ! friends, demur not ! 'Tis a fixed decree, 
i'ixed as the hand of Fate. I want a guide. 

Carlos. 

The way is long and tedious, and guides 
Mean money. Coin can climb the highest hill. 
How stands the lady or yourself for coin ? 

Ron. 

I stand in what you see : not Lazarus, 

Whose tomb, I' ve heard, lies somewhere 'mid your hill?, 

Was poorer than this moment finds me here. 

I think the lady has some store of gold 

Safe fixed about her person, and — {Enier Hygeia.) 

Hy. 

Breakfast 
Is ready, gentlemen. Come softly, please. 

Kat. 

And we are ready, Hy. Come, we'll inside, 
Discuss a hearty mea), and all our plans. 

Hy. 

Then do it quietly, please ! The lady sieeps 
But fitfully within the inner cave. {Exeu?it Ai.l.) 

{Re-e?¡ier Carlos, excitedly^ 

G 
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Carlos {solus). 
Tis she ! my father's wife ! what means ¡t all ? 
And he, my father ! was he in the ship ? 
And she, my darling sister ? whom to leave 
Infused the one regret within my heart 
And holds it tethered to a thought oí home — 
Both lost ! O agony ! Sir Englishman ! {Strides to door o/cave,) 
A word with you. {Re-enter Ronald.) 

Come over here and speak. 
Well may your eyebrows rise, and in your face 
Surprise take hold of every lineament ; 
But, sir, I cannot wait. Whence did you come ? 

Ron. 
From Kedar. 

Carlos. 
Yes ; and she ? 

Ron. 

From Kedar too. 



Carlos. 



Quick, tell me all 



t 



Ron. 

Discretion bids me pause 
When strangers question, as thou doest now. 

Carlos. 
You look an honest man. 

Ron. 

I try to be. 

Carlos. 

Then listen. Tm not what I seem, and know 
The lady lying there inside the cave ; 
Her ñame is Charlotte Haviland. You start ! 
Is that not so ? 

Ron. 

Nay, tell me who art thou ? 



KEDAR. 8 1 

Carlos. 
My ñame is Carlos here. 

Ron. 

An Englishman? 

Carlos. 

An Englishman from Kedar ! Banished here 
By him of whom you spoke so bitterly 
Just now. My ñame is Charles Haviland ! 

Ron. 
Thou ! Charles Haviland ! 

Carlos. 
The same. 

Ron. 

Great heaven ! 
If truth you speak, then Fate indeed is God, 
And leads us blind to serve His purposes. 

Carlos. 

I swear I speak the truth. Know you that face ? 

{Showing locket) 

Ron. 

My Edith ! Sir, let our embrace slay doubt 

And seal a lasting friendship. {They embrace,) 

Carlos. 

Now ! thy ñame ? 

Ron. 

My ñame is Mead. Thy father's wife and I 
Are victims of a foul conspiracy 
Concocted by the gilded ruffian 
Now resting safely on the island, both 
Xidnapped ! 

Carlos. 
He stole my father's wife, you say ? 
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Ron. 
Yes, her and me. 

Carlos. 

My sister ! what of her ?* 

Ron. 
I left her well. 

Carlos. 
And father ? 

Ron. 

Not so well. 
For two long years your father laboured hard, 
And worthily has fiUed the Mayot's chair. 

Carlos. 

Well ! well ! Ambition was his meat and drink ; 
And now he has his fill. Thank God, they're safe 1 
But hunger speaks ! Let's to our breakfast now. 
But, stay ! say nought of this to them, our hosts. 
This revelation alters all my plans, 
And makes them wait upon a deeper one 
That broods within me. Now, with you, I feel 
That death alone persisten t evil cures ; 
Tis better here to make his end than there 
Where purchased law may hedge a millionaire. 

Ron. 

Well say you "purchased law." E'en British soil, 

Where equal Justice strikes her highest point, 

Grows rank at times when wealth can scatter seeds 

Of calumny ; and vile adultery 

Itself procures by sowing plenteous gold 

In loathsome spots called "Secret Agencies." 

Brother ! I knew a case not long ago, 

Compared with which King David's seemeth puré, 

Wherein the power of wealth in evil hands 

Bought perjury in heaps and set it down 
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In all its hideousness before a judge, 
Who, unsuspicious, held it to be truth, 
And cnished by law the innocent. 

Carlos. 

I know ; 
I know it all. There, fenced by wig and gown, 
Sir Manwell would escape his just rewards ; 
-And so in Cyprus he must find his grave. 
I swear it. What say you ? 

Ron. 

I, greater cause 
Than you could find for vengeance on his head, 
And yet, I pause at killing. Tis a deed 
Which Justice shudderingly perpetrates, 
And softens to the populace by ñame 
*Of execution. 

Carlos. 

Nay ! I say the law, 
Not Justice, punishes a man for crime. 
True Justice punishes the criminal 
Alone, in strictest measure, for his sins. 
On your own showing, Mead, a monster Uves 
Who spums all laws, both those of God and man ; 
Tares from my father's hearth his lawful wife 
For lustful purposes, no doubt ; and you, 
In tended for a dupe, are taken too, 
5o that, in case of need, adultery 
May show in you, not him. I know the man. 
Beware ! he is a fiend. Not Hell contains 
A spirit riper for eternal fires. 

Ron. 

'Oh ! Haviland, be merciful ! take back — 

Withdraw these words — these awful thoughts that ñame 

Xiike lightnings of destruction round my brain. 



«4 KEDAR, 

Carlos. 

Each single word IVe spoken is too weak 

To reach the heart of Recknaught*s infamy. 

He thinks you lost — drown'd — lying with her there — 

Out in the sea. We'll keep him in that mind, 

And fínd a means of getting evidence 

Of all I say from out his own foul lips. 

Keep on that dress, and in its sure disguise, 

111 find a way to overeóme your qualms. (Enter Hygeia.)n 

Hy. 
What keeps you, Carlos ? Every thing is cold. 

Carlos. 
Yes ! Hy. We come. {Exit Hygeia.) 

Carlos. 

Remember, I am Carlos yet. 

{They enter the cave.)' 



ScENE ni. 

(A week elapses.) 

Courtyard of the Monastery of Bella Pais^ Ky renta. 

{Evening.) 

(Goihic Church on right hand. Cloisiers on the left and at back.. 

Stone steps on left leading to roof of Cloisters. Román sarco- 

phagus of matble nearfoot of steps. Priests ranged near door of 

Church^ and Cyprioles arranged in groups through courtyard. A 

short litany is being chanted as curtatn rises.) 

I. 

Virgin ! Qúeen of earth and heaven ! 

Thou art purity and grace ; 
Holíness to thee is given, 

Brightness beameth from thy face. 
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2. 

We are mortals, weak and erring ; 

Creatures sore by sin oppressed. 
Doubt our weary souls deterring, 

Come we to thy love for rest. 



Here we seek thine intercession ! 

Mother, bend thy gracious ear 
As we make a full confession ; 

Ave Mary ! bend and hear ! 

4- 
Give US strength and keep us lowly, 

Make our penitence sincere, 
Bring US to thine altar holy ; 

Queen of Heaven ! Mary ! hear ! 

{Allfile slowly into the church.) 
{Enter Ronald, as Arab guide^ and Hygeia.) 

Ron. 
Hast learned thy lesson well ? 

Hy. 
Ay, sir ! right well. 

Ron. 

Hygeia, " sir " me not ; it may betray, 

If heard, our whole design Identity, 

Masked though it be, seems bursting through dísguise. 

Give me a foreign ñame. 

Hy. 

I knew an Arab from the Syrian coast 
To whom you seem a very twin in height 
And gait and lineament. He was a guide ; 
A gentle creaiure whom my father taught 
With me the English tongue until he knew 
It well. He disappeared a year ago. 
His ñame was Skóti. I will cali you this. 
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Ron. 

A famous ñame ! A ñame which in our land 
Betokens caution, pluck, and reticence. 
I need the fírst and last, for to my lips 
My eyes and ears continually make balls 
Wherewith to damage all antagonists. 
But I shall seal my tongue and keep it cióse, 
As snail imprisoned in the apian glue. 

Hy. 

I would that Carlos had been well contení 
•To meet your purpose without bargaining 
For blood, if all else failed. 

Ron. 

Our compact's made ; 
But yet, methinks, he will destroy himself. 

Hy. 

Alas ! alas ! could no relief be found 
From such extremity ? 

Ron. 

Ah ! woman's heart ! 
Thou lovest mercy. Even those who crush 
Poor human lives, like grape-must, underfoot, 
And slake inhuman thirst with tears and blood, 
Would live if thou wert executioner. 
Look up, Hygeia ; ere I knew thy ñame, 
Yon ruined towers, that overlook us now, 
Contained for me Hygeia's oracle. 
Last night all round those Temples of the Winds 
I wandered like a spirit lost till dawn, 
No living thing came near ; no Delphic voice 
To counsel or to warn : but in the air 
A vulture rose above the wreaths oí mist 
That clung around the silent battlements. 
It circled o'er some red anemones, 
In midst of which a kid lay torn and dead ; 
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While, wafted up the darkened mountain-side, 
Soft tinkling goat-bells sang its réquiem. 
Fit image 'twas, Hygeia, of the World, — 
A type of inhumanity ! Behold ! 
Here comes our Vulture. Shall we go inside ? 

Hy. 

Yes, yes ! 'twill brace me for my task. Let's go. 

{Rxi'í RoNALD and Hygeia tnío the Church^ from which the low 

singing of a Psalm is heard,) 
{Enter the Commissioner, with Recknaught, Thorne, and 

Attendants.) 

Reck. 
So this is Bella Pais ? 

COMM. 

Yes ! Manwell, here, 
If happy peace may be set forth in stone, 
Is its embodiment. List to the hymn, 
And let your eyes drink in the tracery 
Of arches, roof, and windows, and beyond 
The oleanders and those graceful palms, 
And through your memory six hundred years 
Will pass, and fill your mind with soothíng calm. 

Reck. 

Nay ! ruins only speak to me of ruin : 

Nothing else. Beauty, influence, power, 

All torn and tattered by the hand of Time, 

Are here. The architects — those Templar Knights, — 

Who fought the foes of Christendom, have left 

Their bones to bleach in Palestine : all gone ! 

And this — a remnant of the blesséd fools — 

Is passing, like its builders, into death. 

( The singing ceases,) 
Bah ! let us change the theme and talk of women. 
'Tis Aphrodite I would worship ; she 
Alone endures eternal, beautiful. 
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CoMM. (to Attendants). 

Take Captain Thorne and show him through the Abbey. 
{Exit Thorne and Attendants through tht Cloisters 

hy door, lefi back,) 
{To Reck.) You're still the Manwell of our Oxford days 
And pledge to Venus every drop of blood. 

Rkck. 

Ay ! Mylitta's devoted slave am I, 
And in her temples 'neath the mistletoe 
Prospect for beauty over all the earth. 
To Friga all my powers are dedícate. 

COMM. 

Beware the fate of Baldur. 

Reck. 

Ha ! ha ! ! ha ! ! ! {laughs.) 
Like poor blind Samson with Delilah, eh ? 

COMM. 

The same. 

Reck. 

Ah, well ! they say that beauty blinds 
Strong eyes as doth the sun : nay, e'en a saint 
Found solace on bis Lycian wanderings 
In gentle Thecla, ciad in boy's attire. 
I cannot Uve without my Thecla, sir. 
Doth Cyprus hold a charmer such as she ? 

COMM. 

No, verily ! Here beauty has declined, 
And plainness, rigged in homespun calicó, 
Shivers in Northern winds, and stalks about 
In hobnailed boots and baggy trouserings 
O'erlapped with petticoats, which Venus' self 
Might keep in unassailéd chastity. 
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Reck. {laughing). 

Then introduce me to a Turkish ** ghost," 
Whose tempting figure draped with mystic veil 
AUures a man when flaunted charms would fail. 

COMM. 

I know none here. Those keep themselves reserved, 
And mingle not with strangers. 

Reck. 

Nay ! by heav'n, 
Think not to put me off the scent like this. 
A week to-day the troops are going home, 
And I, my friend, by your good offices, 
Return with them to brave oíd England's shores. 
Before I go I must my homage pay 
To glorious Astarte. Come, now, think ! 

COMM. 

Tut ! Manwell ! here I am Commissioner, 
Not pander. Sworn to exercise the law, 
Preserve the peace, and succour the oppressed, 
Defend the right and punish wickedness. 

Re^k. 

Just so ! I know it all : official saint 

That was an Oxford devil : Magistrate, 

Certificated on experience 

Of social sins and liaisons untold. 

I pay you reverence, my righteous friend ! (Bows tronicaUy,) 

COMM. 

Get home and marry, Manwell. It will cure 
The heat within your veins, which thirty years 
It seems have not abated. 

Reck. 

No ! ñor will ; 
'Twas ne'er intended marriage should become 
The husband's jail, where, pinned, he must remain 
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A henpecked Júpiter, until his blood 

Hath lost its temperature, and, cold as frogs', 

Feels not a tremor at a stolen kiss. 

No ! no ! for me the harem of the Turks ; 

I like the freedom of the pheasant, man. {Foking htm in the rids.) 

COMM. 

And, mayhap, like the pheasant, will be shot 
But see ! here come the worshippers. Stand here, 
And we can watch Kyrenia's beauty pass. 

{Enter from the church Cypriotes, who pass outwardy bowing to the 
CoMMissiONER. Hygeia and RoNALD last to appear,) 

Reck. 
Ah ! there my Chloe comes. A Venus ! see ! 

COMM. 

A pirateas daughter, who will board your heart 
As swiftly as her father boarded ships ; 
A dancing girl as nimble as a fawn. 



Her ñame? 



Reck. 

COMM. 

Hygeia. 



And he ? 



Reck. 

Health ! Just what I need. 



COMM. 

He looks an Arab guide ; some friend. 
ril cali her. Hey, Hygeia ! 

Hy. (approaching). 

Yes, your honour. 

COMM. 

Fm pleased to note in you a worshipper. 
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Hy. 
So picase you, sir. I'm pleased it picases you. (Curtsey¿ng.\ 

COMM. 

Allow me, Hy, to introduce my friend, 

Sir Manwell Recknaught, English baronet, 

Sir Manwell — Miss Katergi, known as Hy, 

Our Cyprian beauty, skillcd in theft oí hearts. (Hygeia cutiseys.), 

Reck. (bowing), 

All happy freemen are truc beauty's slaves; 
So, madam, add me to your list of thcm. 

Hy. 
I fear you will fecl lonely in the list. 

COMM. 

Nay, come now, legión is thcir ñame. Who's he ? 
Another one ? 

{Indicating Ronald, who walks towards the back of the court.\ 

Hy. 

A guide from Syria 
My father crossed in his advcntures. No ! 
No ! cali him not ! he knows no other tongue 
Than that his mother gave him. 

Reck. 

Madam, may 
I cali you what you look, — Hygeia — health? 

Hy. 

If so it picase you, yes ! We Cypriotes 

Are simple folk who lay but little store 

On ñames so long as " you" is known from "me." 
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Reck. 

Ah ! then, upon this shewing, you will need 
No ñame. Such form and features Heaven makes 
But once in a Millennium, to prove 
That such a thing as beauty doth exist. 

■ 

COxMM. 

Beware, Hygeia, of this flatterer. 

Hy. 
No, sir ! the gentleman but speaks the truth, 
And I admire him for't. My beauty*s all 
IVe got to live upon. A dancing girl 
That Nature has not made in face and h'mb 
Of rare proportions and of comely form 
Is left to starve, or herd goats on the hills. 

Reck. 

Well said, Hygeia. Truth from Beauty's lips ! 

I love Terpsichore and all her train. 

No goddess of the Greeks is worthy more 

To win man's worship than the Muse of Dance, 

None are more travestied on earth than she 

In ballets, can-cans, waltzes, and quadrilles. 

My heart's on fire, Hygeia ; deathless flames 

No fiercer burn than my desire to see 

Thee dance. 

Hy. 

Within the Abbey here ? Ha ! ha ! {Laughs,) 

{She lifts her skiris and dances afew steps qf a gavoite.) 

<{Enter the Priests from the Church. They note with apparent dis- 
approval Hygeia^ s demonstration, and proceed to pass out. The 
Chief Priest appears to say a word of remonstrance to the 
CoMMissiONER, and deparfs.) 

COMM. 

The Holy Father's shocked ; and bids me say 
He will report this to the Patriarch. 
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Hy. {Snapping herfingets.) 

That ! for his Patriarch 1 and that ! and that ! ! 

I'm sick of their pretences. Give them all 

You earn and more — pesetas by the score — 

They care not how they're made, or whence they come. ' 

It is your sacrifice, and they grow fat 

While we do penance. Bah ! 

Reck. 

Well said again ! 
To-night, Hygeia, may I cali and spend 
A pleasant hour in your society ? 

Hy. 

To-night ! — I have a friend just now — a lady : 

Yet — let me see ! I think I could receive 

You, sir, and also the Commissioner. {Curtseying.) 

COMM. 

I pray you will excuse me. I, to-night, 
Must be in Nicosia, but my friend's 
An entertaining guest, I warrant you. 

Hy. 

He recommends himself. Now, I must go« 

At nine I'll send you Skóti there, to act 

As guide. He's tongueless as the tomb, but sure. 

Reck. 

Till then, good-bye — nay, let me kiss your hand. 

{Kisses her hand%) 

COMM. 

Good-day, Hygeia. 

Hy. 
Sirs, good-day. Come Skóti. 
{Exit Hygeia, Ko'spíld following by the left front^ 

COMM. 

There's Aphrodite for you ! 
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Reck. 



By the saints ! 
She has the face of Glycera, and eyes 
That wrap the brain with glowing passion fires 
Past all extinguishing. 

COMM. 

To-night, beware ! 
She comes of recrean t blood. 

Reck. 

That Skóti's face 
I've seen before ; but when or where eludes 
My memory to place. 

COMM. 

Enough romance 1 
Our time is up. These ramblers must be found. 
Come, follow me. 

{Exeunt Both through the door leading to the rejeciory, left dack.y 



SCENE IV. 

Inside of Katergís Cave. 

{Entrance door at centre back. Another door en left front. 

Lighted brazier on the right.) 

(Katergi, packing a hamper^ and Charlotte, seated. NightJ\ 

Kat. 

There ! that is full of all our odds and ends, 
Packed cióse as raisins in a bellied crate : 
So him we'll pack, who cometh here to-night, 
Inside the ship now riding in the creek. 
Come, cheer up, madam. Blunt the edge of fear 
By rubbin't on the flint of your affront. 
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Char. 

Tis not a thought of fear that robs my pulse 
Oí steadiness in beat, ñor breaks the flow 
Of Wood within my veins. 

Kat. 

That's well I then what 
Makes white thy visage — trembling of thy hands ? 

Char. 
One thought alone destroys my calm. 

Kat. 
The sea? 

Char. 

The sea ! I would the sea could wash the stains 

Or bleach out sins from a despairing soul. 

I'm haunted with a devíFs fugue that drums 

And echoes through my brain one word — Revenge ! 

Kat. 
Your hand, my lady. Tell me what you fear. 



One thing alone. 



Char. 

Kat. 
Which is ? 



Char. 

He will not come. 

{Knocking is heard ai door,) 

Kat. 

He's there ! In case of need take this. Quick 1 quick ! ! 

{Handing stnalí revolver.) 

(Katergi guides her tnto the inner cave, /rom mhkh Hygeia emerges, 
dressed as a dancing girL Katergi retires into recess at side of 
door, and Hygeia opens,) 

{Enter Skoti {Ronald) and Recknaught.) 



H 
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Hy. 
Ah ! come away ; methought you'd missed the path. 
{She leads htm to a seitee facing a charcoal brazier alight^ on the right,) 

{Exit Katergi secretly.) 

Hy. {to Ronald). 
Merci, Skóti ; alüz-vous-en, (Exit Ronald.) 

Reck. 

A dumber animal I never knew 
Than your attendant. • Hang it ! dogs can bark, 
Cats mew, and even asses have their bray 
Wherewith to light the gloom of silence, but 
That fool was made by Heav'n for funerals. 

Hy. {¿aughing), 

AU have their uses. Some men run to tongue 
And some to othér parts more useless still. 
What part do you affect ? 

Reck. 

AU parts that give 
Us pleasure. Pain I hate. It is a wefed 
Men brew for other folk to drink ; a draught 
Prepared by crafty priests for would-be saints, 
To purge the constipated soul from pride. 



You're not a saint. 



Hy. 

* * 

Reck. 

In my own way, I am. 



You? 



Hy. {laughing), 

Reck. 
Why not me ? 

Hy. 
A saint ? 
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Reck. 

A pilgrim Saint. 



Hy. 
" A pilgrim in a foreign land." 

Reck. 

You're right ; 
But one of love. I carne, I saw, you conquered ! 

Hy. {laughing), 
Poor me a conqueror ! 

Reck. 

The victor laughs ; 
The vanquished can but kneel and hug his chains. 
I worship beauty ; henee I worship thee. 
Nay, do not turn away : the^ hidden sun 
No chiller makes the cloud-encompassed earth 
Than thy averted countenance makes me. 

Hy. 

Well, there ! I wish my face were as a sun 
That could not heat but only light thy heart. 

Reck. 
What mean you ? 

Hy. 
What I say. 

Reck. 

You warm my heart. 
I can dispense with Hght when love ¡s hot : 
Gad ! love is warmest when all light is gone. 

Hy. 
No liberties ! 

Reck, 

One kiss ! 
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Who ? — where ? 



Hy. 

We're not alone. 

Reck. 

Hy. 
In there the lady is, — my fríend. 



Reck. 
Confound her ! pack her ofif. 



Hy. 

Her lover's here. 

Reck. 



In there — with her ? 



Hy. 
Um! 



Reck. 

What ! an Englishman ? 

Hy. 



A Britisher ! 



Reck. 

And she ? — a tease like you, I will be bound : 
Caressing him with eyes that boil the blood, 
And, when he seeks to fondle in retum, 
Blows down the ebuUition with — Sir ! Sir ! ! 
But, no ! you are not one óf those. Come, Hy ! 
I love you as I never loved before 
Ñor will again, my sweet, if thou but choose. 

Hy. 
How do I know you have nó other love ? 

Reck. 
I swear it now, before you, on my knee. 
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Hy. 
I heard there was a lady in yoar ship. 



Who said so ? 



Reck. 

Hy. 
Gossip. 

Reck. 

Thorne, the drunken swab, 
Alone could say it. All the rest were drowned. 

{Enter Charlotte, and stands in the doorway,) 
There was a female with us ¡n the yacht — 
The stewardess ! — a poor, unhappy thing, 
Who married badly. She was nought to me 
But what such persons are to gentlemen. 
Now, cast suspicion from thy gentle eyes. 
I swear again I have no love but thee. 

Char, 
Thou liest ! 

Reck. (tuming), 
What ? who speaks ? Great God ! Oh, God ! 

Char. 
Yes, cali on God. 

Reck. 
Charlotte ! 

9 

Char. 

Charlotte is dead ! 
Cast overboard and buried out of sight. 
And you, idolater of lust ! yet Uve 
Beneath the patient áky — her murderer ! 



Reck. 
I swear 



- • • • . • '.^ 
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Char. 

Thou sweax 1 Your oaths are like yourself, 
AU tied to lies ; your very life*s a lie ; 
And, like a sunken iceberg in the sea, 
Hard, cold, and pitiless as death itself, 
You lie in wait to shatter human souls 
As ít does ships. You swear ! I heard you swear 
To her, you know not — curséd perjurer — 
You had no love. If not, then whai am I ? 
Your stewardess ? You liar, answer me. 

Reck. 

This woman's mad. Hygeia, scenes like this 
I hate. Get her to bed. 1*11 cali to-morrow. 

(Recknaught makes to ¡eave, Charlotte steps in front of him,) 

Char. 

No ! Stand ! To-morrow, say you ! Mad, you say ; 
Who made me mad ? Who lured me from the path 
Of rectitude, and, forging lie to lie, 
Enchained me soul and body to — a rake ? 
Who, not content, conspired to make me bawd, 
And him, your friend, a pander to your flesh ? 
Unsated with such villainies as these, 
Who stole a living man and planned his death 
Without a pang ? To-morrow ! Fiend, for you 
And me there's no to-morrow. I have sworn 

Upon the Cross to-night shall be our last. (She draws the revolver,) 

(Hygeia shrieks and runs to door o f cave,) 

Reck« 

You're mad, you fool I Stark, staring mad ! Aside ! 
And let me pass. 

Char. 

Never, 

{She aims, but the revolver mtsses fire, A struggle ensues, in which 
Charlotte is disarmed, Drawing a stiletto from her bosom^ 
jhe strikes Recknaught in the side. He staggerSy throws her to 
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the ground, and shoots her with her own wtapon, Charlotte 
dies. 

{During the struggle Ronald, Katergi, Carlos, Anki, and Yacoub 
enter, Carlos rushes ¿i/ Recknaught with a hanjar, Ronald 
steps forward and restrains htm, Rf.cknaught stts on the 
ground, holding his side, where he has been wounded,) 

Ronald. 

Carlos, forbear ! Judge Lynch is merciful ; 

Too merciful for him is sudden death. 

That, to the conscience, gives relief too quick, 

And baulks the justice of his fellow-men, 

And all the sting and gall of human scorn. 

No ! tie him hand and foot and bear him henee. 

We'll test our English laws against his gold. 

Should these miscarry, and the miscreant 

By any chance escape the hempen rope, 

I, kneeling here, beside this bleeding corpse 

(Kneeling beside the body.) 
Appoint myself his executioner. 

(Anki and Yacoub fasten his arms and legs and bear him out, 
Katergi, Carlos, and Hygeia join Ronald in kneeling 
beside the dead.) 

Ronald, 

Poor victim ! thou art gone ! no tears avail — 

Regrets are useless ; but we seem to hear 

Thy spirit's voice from Death's unfathomed world. 

It whispers to our spirits all thy will. 

We will obey ! Thy pain, despair, and woe 

Speak not in vain. We swear it one and all. 

x\.LL. <- ^ 

I swear ! (All rising,) 

Ronald. 

Now let US bear her gently to the shore 
And lay her reverently within a grave. 

{Exeunt All, bearing the body,) 
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ACT IV. 

SCENE I. 

(A monih elapses,) 

The Mayores Library^ Kedar, 

Presenta The Mayor and Edith. 

Mayor. 

This letter makes it plain — too plain, alas ! 
Sir Manwell doth return to claim his bond, 
Which by some evil destiny I signed. 

Edith. 

Nay ! blame not destiny, but blame thyself. 
What says the bond ? 

Mayor. 

There, read it for yourself. 

Edith (reading). 

" That in consideraiion of an immediate payment of twenty 
thousand pounds, /, Btnjamin Haviland^ Mayor of Kedar^ do hereby 
promise and agree to give my daughter Edith in marriage to Sir 
Manwell Recknaught, Baronet, within one year from the signing 
hereofy on failure of which the money in full shall be refunded within 
three months, In witness whereof : 

** Benjamín Haviland. 
" Manwell Recknaught. 
" Witness — Charlotte Haviland." 

And that's thy signatura ? 

Mayor. 

Alas ! it is. 
Dear Edith, look at me — what roots your gaze 
As if some mesmerist by potent spell 
Had fixed thine eyeballs ? Speak ! What see'st thou ? 
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Edith. 

I look upon.my mother's face. Her eyes 
Are telling me I have no father now. 
She beckons me away. O save me, God ! 

Mayor. 

My child ! my child ! thou wilt not slay my soul ! 

do not let thy father's heart be shamed, 
And pass into the shadows of oíd age 
Blasted by bankruptcy and broken faith. 
My daughter, pity — if thou can'st not love. 

Edith. 

1 am thy sacrifice ; and death-in-life 

Is meted out to me in that vile bond — 

Hope, love, and blessedness eifaced and turned 

To anguish and despair. 

Mayor. 

I will confess 
It, Edith, I have erred. O 1 had I seen 
The dagger hidden underneath this bond, 
Envenomed to the hilt by thy dislike 
To him whose favour I had thus to buy, 
It ne'er were signed ; no ! not though pequry's 
Most cruel fangs were piercing to my bones. 
Alas ! 'tis done. Dishonour waits for me. 

Edith. 

Dishonour ! nay, its vesture wraps you cióse 
Within a fold as endless as the net 
Which gleans the silyery harvest of the sea. 
It stands not waiting on you, it is there ! 
There ! in that evil, curséd document. 

Mayor.- 

O Heav'ns ! Is this thy voice ? Are tbese thy words? 
They sound as presage of blood-dripping fate. 
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Edith. 

Thy conscience speaketh to thee in my tongue, 

Predicting coming retribution. No ! 

An everlasting No ! my answer is 

To this abhorrent scheme. What ! wed with hate 

Within my heart, and live a life of wrath 

Till some invincible calamity 

Shall compass me in doom ? No ! father, hear 1 

I'd rather thou would'st slay me now, than this. 

Yes ! cleanse thine honour if it may be cleansed 

By steeping it in blood — your daughter's blood ! 

Mayor (sinking into his chair). 

Alas ! all words are impotent ! I'm lost 1 

{Enter Goss with Drummond. Edith appears to recognise the 

latter, She stands at the door,) 

Goss (jn breathless staté), 
Whit's wrang ? Ah ! dool-an-ee — eh wow ! eh wow ! 

Mayor. 
Cease, sir ! Why unannounced come you in here ? 

Goss. 

Beg paurdon, sir : a hardly ken atweel ! 

Ma heid's in sic a biz wi' a' ma news 

I made the breenge. Oh, sir ! it's true. They're hame. 



Who's home ? 



Mayor. 

Goss. 
Yer son, Sir Manwell, Doctor Mead, 



An'- 



Mayor {rtst'ng, to Edith). 

Retire, but wait my pleasure in the house. 
Now, Goss, — this gentleman ? 

{Exit Edith.) 
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Goss. 

Od ! I forgot. 
This, Maire, is Maister Drummond o' the Forge, 
Sir Manwell's richt haun' man. 

Mayor. 

Good evening, sir ; 
Be seated* So your master has arrived ? 

Drum. 
He has. I bear a note from him. {Presents ¡etter,) 

{The Mayor reads it in silence^ evincing, as he does sOy painful 

surprise.) 

Mayor. 

Goss ! go and see the horses yoked at once, 
And let me know when everything is ready. 



Are you acquainted with the terms of this ? 

Drum. 
I'm not. 

Mayor. 

Fm quite bewildered. 

Drum. 

So am I ; 
There must be some conspiracy at work, 
But what it is, is past my humble wits 
To fathom. 

Mayor. 

Prisoner ! charged by my son ! 
But charged of what ? 

Drum. 

I know not, sir, of what ; 
I only know our chief of the pólice 
Without your warrant would not apprehend 
So prominent a citizen, un til 
He held your honour's written sanction for*t. 



{Exit Goss.) 
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Mayor. 
And ríghtly, too. 

Drum. 

In short, he set him free. 
Nay, more, supplied him with a posse down 
Past Mudflats to the Foige, where now he rests, 
Sick and exhausted — ^not himself at all. 
Then Goss carne in, and had a word with him. 
He wrote that note, and bade me go at once 
And place it safely in your honour's hands ; 
And also this — a paper sealed — he took 

From out the safe — which I now do. He said (Hands paper,) 
'Twas urgent, sir, and needed quick reply. 

{The Mayor opens the sealed paper and reads a note enclosed 

within it.) 

Mayor. 

More mystery ! but God be praised for it. 
Ah, generous soul ! a warrant ! let them come. 
A thousand sons, all crawling on their knees 
And supplicating in a sea oí tears, 
Would not suffice to gain my signature. 
Where is my wretched boy ? 

Drum. 

I do not know. 
I saw saw him last within the station, sir, 
Run riot in a ñood of Billingsgate 
Against the law and all the powers that be. 

Mayor. 

Ay ! still the poison-tongue which hurts himself 

But no one else. Well, Drummond, seek him out ; 

Conduct the party quietly to the Forge. 

I want no air of scandal near this house 

To leaven all its atmosphere with clack 

And reckless gossiping. {Enter Goss.) 
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Goss. 
A's ready, sir. 

Mayor. 

'Tis well. I wish you, Goss, 
To come with Drummond to our meeting-place. {Exeunt All.) 



SCENE II. 

Ronald's Study. 

Enter Ronald and Edith. 



Ron. 

Ah ! 'twas a happy meeting, love. Sit down 
And let me look at you, that I may feel 
Wíld dreams are hauntíng me no more. 

Edith. 

Wild dreams ! 

Ronald ! what I've sufiered ! what suspense 
Day after day, and nights without a hope. 

Ron. 

Beloved, dry these tears. Sunshine has come. 
And with it perfect joy is now in sight. • 

Edith. 

1 would it were. O Ronald ! what of him ? 

Ron. 
Of whom ? 

Edith. 
Our evil ángel. 

Ron. 

Recknaught ? ha ! 
We've got him caged at last. His wings are clipped. 
Hell fly no more. 
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Edith. 

It seems a blessing, dear, 
Too great for truth. 

Ron. 

Yet, sweet, it is the truth. 
We brought him captive here, and at the Forge 
He stays, well watched, until your father's mind 
Is known concerning him. 

Edith. 
My father's mind ? 

Ron. 

Yes ! Charles is waiting on the warrant now, 
Which, when endorsed (as certainly 'twill be 
By him), the jail will hold him safe, and we,. 
And Kedar, too, will breathe a freer air. 

Edith. 
Ah ! think you this shall be my father's mind ? 

Ron. 
If not, his mind is gone. 

Edith. 

Be not deceived ! 
My father daré not do as you propose. 
Of this I am convinced, whate'er his crime. 

Ron. 

Nay, Edith, there are sins whose burning shame 
Blights pity in the breast, and dríeth up 
In human hearts sweet mercy's deepest springs. 
Such sins are his. 

Edith. 

Yes, dear ! and other springs 
Than those of mercy rise, and bubble forth, 
Washing away all sense of equity 
In men, whose judgments seem compassionate 
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To those from whom the motive is concealed. 
What is his crime ? 

Ron. 

O love ! how can I speak ? 
'Twill pain thy woman*s bosom : yet I need 
Thy woman's wisdom in the awful hour 
That fast approaches. 

Edith. 

Speak, and have no fear ; 
Our love is one, so be our sorrows. 

Ron. 
Murder ! 

Edith. 
Murder ! 

Ron. 
Alas, that I should say it ! Yes ! 

Edith. 
Where ? whom ? 

Ron. 

My sweet one, thou art trembling now. 
There, let me hold your hands. Now, answer me. 
I wish to change the subject. Tell me, dear, 
About the Mayoress. 

Edith. 
She's gone. 

Ron. 

Woe's me ! 
She's gone ! 

Edith. 

She disappeared the very night 
Sir Manwell Recknaught's minions bore you off. 
And left behind a Marseilles telegram 
As explanation oí her sudden flight 
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Ron. 
What did your father say ? 

Edith. 
Nothing. 

Ron. 

Nothing ? 

Edith. 

No ! not a word ; and to this very hour 
No mentíon of her ñame has crossed his lips 

Ron. 
And you, how felt you towards her ? 

Edith. 

Our home 
Has been a heav*n since she went out of it. 
To me 'twas some relief in my despair 
At your mysterious fate that she was gone. 
She was a spy upon my love for you. 
Nay more, her love for father was a fraud — 
A counterfeit affection, gilded o'er 
With arts that íaithless wom,en.know and use. 

Ron. 

Ah, then, my own one, easy is my task 
(Which else had almost driven me insane), 
To tell you she has paid her debt to Death 
And is no more. . 

Edith. 

O, Ronald, do not jest 
How know you this ? 

Ron. 

She did not go to France,. 
But went to Cyprus with her paramoür, 
And, — died there ! 
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Edith. 

Drowned ! O what a dreadful fate ! 
Ah, Ronald, if my fatha* hears of this 
Twill kill him in his present stale of health. 

Ron. 

Yes, Edith, that I feel, and here thy wit 

Shall come to our assistance. Tragedy 

Suffuses all the air. I tell you now 

The worst. She was not drowned, but — killed by him. 

Edith. 
O, horror ! Hold me, Ronald ! I feel faint. 

Ron. 

My dear one, brace yourself. Ere Carlos comes 
Our course of action must be well thought out 
Regarding Recknaught. 

Edith. 
What does he propose ? 

Ron. 

In fury, when the awful deed was done, 

He would have slain the scoundrel where he lay, 

Had I, with swift restraint, not held his arm. 

And so preserved him th' assassin's fate. 

For this he taunts me : swears if legal means 

Do not avail to punish him, on me 

This burden lies. 

Edith. 

On you ? O, dearest, no ! 

Ron. 

Beloved, look not so distressed. Our law 
Is just ; but that the law may draw its sword 
In righteous execution, all its forms 
Must be observed. The tyrant's day is past, 
When chastisement came swift upon a crime. 
I 
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These days demand a warrant and a proof, 
A clear conviction, and a public doom. 
We ask the first to-day. The chief demands 
The Mayores warrant. Much on this will hang. 
I've been to Blunt He's gathering all the men. 
I shortly have to meet them near the Square. 

Edith. 
If father should refuse ? 

Ron. 
Which God forbid. 

Edith. 
He will. 

Ron. 
He will ? 

Edith. 

O Ronald, in your eyes 
I seem to read some overmastering awe — 
Some awful destiny. What means it, love ? 

Ron. (trying to smiU assurancé), 

Ah ! nothing, sweetheart. I have felt of late 
My love for you was stronger than my love 
Of Truth and Justice — everything. You said 
Your father will not sign the warrant. 

Edith. 

No! 
He never shall. 

Ron. 
Why? 

Edith. 

Money ! Should he Uve 
To read it through — but, oh, he never will : 
For death shall stop him, Ronald ; sudden death. 

Ron. 
Ah, he's indebted to the murderer? 
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Edith. 

Yes, heavily, His death would ruin us, 
And this disgrace will kill my father. 

Ron. 

Um! 
Then silence is imposed upon us all. 
Alas ! our struggle lies with Charles. His will, 
Implacable and stern, demands his death. 

Edith. 

Leave me to deal with him. We always loved 
Each other. 

Ron. 

Thus expediency baulks 
Both law and justice. Edith, blackest guilt 
Escapes when millionaires commit the crímes 
Which poorer men would pay for with their lives. 

Edith. 

It may be so. In this the fault be mine 
And not the law's. My father must be saved. 

{Enter Carlos and Hygeia, in English dress,) 

Edith {rising), 
Ah, brother, welcome ! thousand welcomes home. {They embrace,) 

Carlos. 
You're thinner, Edith. 

Edith. 
Not so changed as you. 

Carlos. 

Here is a lady — Miss Katergi, sis — 

I wish to introduce. I hope you will 

Be friends. Hygeia ! love her as you love 

Her brother. {The Ladies shake hands and kiss each other.) 
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Hy. 

Dear lady, I have known jrou years ago ; 
For Carlos made you an unceasing theme, 
And often we have gazed upon your face, 
And wished you with us on the Cyprían hills. 

Edith. 
My brother's friend is mine ; but did I hear 
Aright your Christian ñame ? 

Hy. 
Hygeial Yes. 

Edith (to Ronald). 
It seems a joke. 

Ron. 
Nay, Edith, 'tis no joke. 

Edith. 
The goddess of your ancíent coin ! 

Ron. 

Ah, yes. 
I've worn it next my heart since last we met, 
A sweet reminder of that blissful day. 
Of it and many things we'll talk anón. 
'Tis like a story of some fairy-land 
Where Puck and all his fays make sport of men. 
{To Carlos.) Time hastens on ! The warrant — what of it ? 

Carlos. 
I have it safe. {To Edith.) My father; where is he? 

Edith. 
Before I left he drove away in haste. 

Carlos. 
Know you where ? 
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Edith. 
Yes, the Forge. 

Ron. 

We are forestalled. 

Carlos. 
How knew he Recknaught had arrived ? 

Edith. 

A man 
Called Drummond, I believe, his manager 
(In whom I recognised the cabman's face 
Who drove you, Ronald, from the hall that night) 
Carne in with Goss and had an interview. 

Carlos. 
By Gad ! he seeks escape. Let's oíf at once. 

Edith. 

No, Charles ; Fd have you less impetuous. 
Five years, you know, hath put you out of touch 
With things at home. 

Carlos. 
Lord ! Sis, if you but knew ! - 



Ron. 
I told your sister all. 

Carlos. 
Then why delay ? 

Edith. 
You have the warrant ; will you shew it me ? 

Carlos. 

There ! read it carefuUy. No document 
Was ever surer harbínger of doom. 

(Edith reads it to Jterself,) 
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Ron. {to Carlos). 
It is not signed. 

Carlos. 
No ! we*ll attest it now. 

Ron. {sadly), 

Thy scent of death to me smells martyrdom, 
Since Edith told me what she'll tell to you. 

Carlos (hoily\ 

Thy silly fear of death hath wronged us all. 
Heav^n only knows why simpletons like you 
Are sent to bring disparagement on men. 

Ron. {indignan tly). 
Beware I you 

Edith {putting out her hand). 

Charles ! let passion here subside : 
I say it solemnly — you do not know 
That in your rage you'U murder innocence : 
Nay, more ! this paper in our father's hands, 
Placed there by you, shall stamp you from that hour 
A parricide ! Nay ! scowl not ; for I speak 
The truth in love of you and him we love. 

Carlos, 
A parricide ! By Heav*n, I swear if he 
Did curse the earth with equal lust and crime 
As Recknaught does, Fd glory in the ñame. 
My mind is fixed. He dies by law, or — him. 

{Points scornfully to Ronald.) 

Ron. 

Ay ! point to me ! I know the import well. 
Revenge is oozing from your finger tip, 
So poisoned by the malice in thy blood, 
And personal in aim, that every grain 
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Of sense, and all proportion of eífect 

On father, sister^ sweetheart, self, and fríend 

Are blotted out. 

Carlos. 

You trample on your oath, 
And hide your cowardice behind her fears. 

{Pointíng to Edith.) 

Ron. (Edith about to interferé). 

No, darling ! mind him not. {To Carlos.) To you, one word ! 

It's a final one, and on your answer, sir, 

Much more depends than blind revenge may see. 

Your father shall by my advice decline 

To sign that warrant. 

Carlos. 
What ! by your advice ? 

Ron. 
By mine. 

Carlos. 

I cali on Heaven then to brand 
Your ñame upon the roU of perjurers 
If Recknaught lives. 

Ron. 

Thy words are Fate. {To Edith.) My love, 
Farewell ! By me a tyrant falls : but in his death 
I also fall that justice may not fail 
In human hands. 

{He embraces Edith and rushes out, Edith follows to the door, and 
calis on him to come back in vain, She returns and stands before 
Carlos.) 

Edith. 

O, brother, hear ! let not vindictiveness 

Run riot in the courses of your blood. 

O God ! what grief ! You know not whíit you do. 

O Charles ! I swear to you that Recknaught's death 

Shall bring diré woe and curses on us all. 
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Our father owes him twenty thouaand pounds* 
He holds the bondi for this ; and. were he de^ 
The Trust, with iron hand, would father crusb, 
Demanding its redemption instantly. 
O listen, Charles ! I pray you on my knees. 

(Kneels befare him,) 

Hy. 

Carlos ! — 

Camilos. 
Tish ! How know you this ? 

Edith. 

I saw the bond. 

Carlos. 

Then constant nature hath reversed herself 
If Recknaught's soul could think a generous deed. 
What pledge did father give against his cheque ? 
Edith (risingj and holding his hands). 
Dear Charles ! it matters not. Ah ! well I know 
This ruin and the shame will end his life 
And stain indelibly the Havilands. 

Carlos. 

Fah ! think you silence will remove the shame 
Already here ? Nay ! — silence is the seal 
Which covers up the curséd, damning blot 
From other eyes to mark it in our own. 
We have more treasure in our caravel 
Than twice would clear our father of his debt. 
What say you, love ? (addressing Hygeia). 

Hygeia. 

I, Carlos ? I say — No ! 
A thousand noes ! I see your sister's eyes 
Distraught with terrqr, which your heated blood 
Is blurring from your sight. Tve had enough 
Of tragedy ; and you ! — well, I should think 
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Carlos, 

Hish ! — 'tis enough. Til urge the thing.no more. 

Yet, by my faith, all Time's fell history 

Repeats its lesson here, that power and gold 

But rarely fail to cover up their crimes. 

{SarcasttcallyJ) Let's go with bow and curtsey to the Forge 

And beg the prisoner to forgive us all 

The zeal — mistaken zeal — that filled our breasts 

For justice ! See ! my sacrifice to wealth ! 

{He tears up the warrant) 

Edith. 

O Charles ! I thank you. Haste, Hygeia, come ! 
Lose not a moment ! O, if we were late ! 

Carlos {as they put on their cloaks). 

Yes ! let us go and bury Nemesis 
And Honour in one grave ; — a hateful job — 
Let's leave to Heav'n the task we shun ourselves. 
Come, Hy ! Tis well your father did not live 
To see this hour of ignominy. Come ! 

{Exeunt All.) 



SCENE IIL 

Public Square, Kedar. Same as Act 11,^ Scene IL 
{Entery walking quickly^ Drummond and Gossfrom right.) 

t 

Goss. 

Haud on ! haud on ! a canna gang sae fast. 
I'm oot o' puff. Let's see ! whaur are we noo ? 

Drum. 

Come on, oíd flannel feet. See ! ha, ha, ha ! 
You're like the jaded hack that knows his stall 
And won't gee-up until he tastes his mash. 
See ! there you are — "The Kedar Spirit Vaults." 
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Goss. 
Ma fegs ! ye're afi* it noo. Had a ma wey, 
A bet a bodle, a' thae deevirs dens 
Were roupit in a week, lock, stock, an' barrel. 

(Thorne comes out^ tipsy, wiping his mouth,) 
Gosh ! luk at this. If s Thorne, as bung's a souter. 

Thorne. 

Hilloa ! or Reckybit ! (Jiic) Ha ! and you ol' pal ; deviFch 
prou't see ye, — a shake of yer flipper. 

{Shakes hands effusively wiih Drummond.) 

Drum. 

Well met, Thorne ; you're the very man we need. {Aside to 
Thorne.) Buck up, the Boss and our hundred pounds are in danger. 

Thorne. 

Scher'ntly. Come, lesh have a wet. IVe jusch't lower'd away 
a grog (hic) in me hold, an' plenty room yet. Come on, matey. 
IVe five bob to burch't, and a big yarn t'wash int'ye. ^ Cm on. 

Goss. 

Ye*re ower wat, man, a'ready ; can ye tell us whaur Dr. Mead 
bidés ? 

Thorne. 

Sh' up ol* square 'ed ; wha'sch that to you ? (hic) 

Drum. 
Do you know where he lives ? 

Thorne. 

Know ! schink I do : he*s reach't 'is last moorin's, and all me 
meshmates with 'im. 

Goss. 
Ye're wrang. 

Thorne {angrily). 

Ye or burgoo schtufft son of a sea-cook {hic) 
Whaf n earth— 
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Drum. 

Never mind him, Thorne ; let's slip in here oíf the street and 
talk it over. 

Thorne. 
Scher'ntly. Damn th' oF bloch'ead's inch'rupchons. 

Drum. 
Come in a minute, Goss. 

Goss. 
Na ! na ! 1*11 bidé oot here. Ye'U no be lang. 

(Drummoñd and Thorne enter the tavem,) 

Goss. 

O' a' the bebblin*, birlin', boosin' coofs that ever stapp't, he 
cowes the cuddie. A bonnie Captain ! Humph ! Gosh ! whit 
clámjamphrie comes this wey ? 

(Enter Ronald, Blunt, Bounce, Green, Curley, Gammon, 
TwADDLE, and Others oftke Forgefrom ¿eft,) 

Bounce. 
Ha ! here's the Mayores man ; let's question him. 

Goss. 
I'm gled tae see ye, doctor, live and weel. 

Ron. 
And I, Goss, you. Whom stand you waiting on ? 

Goss. 
On ane that looks for you. 

Ron. 
For me ? 

Goss. 

Ay, sir. 
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Ron. 
Who is he ? 

Goss. 

Drummond, foreman o' the Forge. 

Ron. 
Tis well ! Where is he, Goss ? 

Goss. 

In there. 

Blunt. 

Good luck ! 
A rat, sir. 

Ron. 
Yes, thank Providence for this. 

BOUNCE. 

Let's fetch him out 

Goss. 
The Captain's wi' him, sir. 

Ron. 
What captain ? 

Goss. 
Thome ; as fou's a puggie, sir. 

{AfiW ofthem make a stride for the door^ but Ronald step^ in 

front of them with hand up,) 

Ron. 

Hold, friends ! they're in the trap. No need for deeds 

Of violence. Let Fate work out her plans, 

As sure she will with little aid from us. 

{To Goss.) Go in, and say that I await them here. 

Goss. 

I never yet wis in a public-hoose, 
So ye^ll excase me, sir ; I'll no begin. 
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Ron. 

A questionable act is gloriñed 

By motives which, like ours, are goo<L Go in. 

Goss. 

I'm no sae shair o' that. We see an' ac' ; 
A motive's aye inveesible. 

BOUNCE. 

Let^s end 
The argiment and chuck him through the door. 

All. 
Ay, chuck him in. 

Ron. 
No, Bounce. Unwilling agents spoil a cause ; 
Ay, even one so noble as our own. 
So bear with him, but keep him well in view, 
And wait your chance to seize those witnesses — 
Of great importance — of Sir ManwelFs crímes. 
Come, Blunt ; let's split ourselves in two. You, Bounce, 
We leave to bring them down. The rendezvous — 
The slip — inside the river gate. 

(Drummond and Thorne come out) 

Drum. 
What's all the row ? 

Thorne. 
It'sh Salva^chn Army. 

• 
' Ron. {stepping forward). 

Yes, Captain, you are right. Would'st like to join ? 

Thorne {startled). 

« 

Great Pow'rch ! an' Dago dev'lch ! Ish't {htc) 
The reshVechin ! 

Ronald (soUmnly\ 
I hope it is ; the judgment foUows it. 
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Drum. (angrily), 
Explain, men ! Blunt, what want you here ? 

Blunt. 

You, sir, 
And him. 

Drum. 
What for ? 

Blunt (sternly). 

The doctor has explained — 
For judgment Bounce, you take an arm, and you, 
Bill Green and Curley, seize the Captain there. 
Come on ! the Forge ! 

{They seize Drummond and Thorne and drag them off the stage 
(lefi) by mainforce^ Ronald and Goss follawing,) 

All. 
Ay, on ! on to the river with 'em. {Exeunt All.) 



SCENE IV. 

A part of the Forge {evening). Same as Act IL, Scene I, 

( With crescent moon shining over the river ^ 

(Recknaught, haggard and bare-headed^ descends the two steps 

leadingfrom the office door,) 

Reck. {so¡us\ 

{He walks to the back and looks into the river ^ 

Oh, for some ghostless air ! Why can't I flee 
This palé society of thoughts accurst — 
These barbs of conscience winged with meraory, 
Which poison all my blood with self-contempt ? 
O God ! I cannot hope ! it raay be best ; 
For Hope's a traitoF as a friend disguised 
To keep man solaced 'mid his mortal griefs 
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Üntil his flesh descends to feed the worms. 

And then ? What then ? Ah, nothing. Come, despair ! 

O come and make me mad. Then soothing death 

Shall nurse me all unconscious to a sleep 

Eternal. 

(T?ie Ghost <?/ Charlotte appears Z. beyond the railings.) 
Again, again. No, no, 'tis but my nerves. 
Thou idiot, stand fírm and brace thyself. 
Be ofF, thou fiend or devil. Torture me 
No more. I charge thee, leave me, in the ñame 
Of God. (Ghost vanishes,) 

{He sus dawn on a log and stares before htm, The gate bell rings. 
Recknaught starts up and sta^ers to the gate.) 

Rkck. 
Who's there ? 

BoY^s VoiCE without — 
Me. 

Reck. 
Ha, alone? 

VoicE. 
Yes, sir. 

Reck. (ppening door). 

Come in. 
Hast got the parcel ? (Lad hands htm a small parcela) 

Reck. 

Good. Get up, my lad, 
And light the office, Wait until I come. 

{The Boy goes up the steps into the office^ looking curiously at 

Recknaught as he goes.) 

(Recknaught tears off the paper from the parcela and examines 

a small phiaL) 

Reck. 

Elixir of the blood of hopeless hearts, 

1 welcome thee. Thy savour maketh sweet 
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The rank and bitter taste of human shame. 
One draught of thee allays all enmities 

With swift and painless stroke. (Be/¿ rings,) 

Your ñame ? 

VOICE. 

The Mayor. 

Reck. 
Alone ? 

VoiCE. 

Yes. Tm alone. 

(Recknaught opens the door^ and the Mayor's vaice ts ?ieard crying 
out, ^^ Disperse / Your presence here is not required^) 

( The Mayor enters, closing the door, and, looking at Recknaught, 

holds out his hand,) 

Reck. 
Not yet ! We have accounts to square. Not yet ! 

Mayor. 
Not yet ! Accounts to square ? What mean you, Manwell ? 

Reck. 
Come ! No pretence ! You cried to some one : whom ? 

Mayor. 

I saw some loitering policemen there 
And bade them* get away. 

Reck. 

What do they there ? 
Now, out with it, and tell me all you know. 

Mayor. 

I ! know ! — I got your letter and came down 

Immediately to thank you for^t. That's all. 

I know but this. Ah ! Manwell, you're not well. 
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Reck. 

rm not rayself. Your presence stabs this heart, 
Bleeding from inward wounds no leech can cure. 
My jangling nerves make discords of all sounds 
And make me shrink from friends and thirst íor foes. 

Mayor. 

Your looks bear out your feelings. Manwell, come ! 
Confide in me as in the olden days. 
We had no secrets then ; let's have none now. 
I also have had sorrow since you left — 
A naraeless, cruel sorrow — Charlotte's gone ! 
(Recknaught tums round and beholds the Ghost in the oíd spot.) 
What rivels up thine eyes, and all your brow 
Bedews with sweat ? In ñame of Heav'n, speak ! 

Reck. {pointing to Ghost). 

There ! O my God ! what agonies I bear ! 
See ! dost thou see ? 

Mayor. 

The water and the moon ! 

Reck. 
What else ? 

Mayor. 

No living thing. (Ghost disappears.) 

Reck. 

Then, am I mad ? 
Or else the voyage in that curséd ship 
Thy pírate son did bind me captive in 
Hath fevered all my blood. A soothíng sleep 
I have not known for weeks. Night after night 
Was packed with woes no wretched Russian serf 
Hath ever suffered on Siberian nare. 

Mayor (laying a hand on his shoulder). 

Ah ! Manwell, let my gratitude blot out 
Remembrance of a prodígalas revenge. 

K 
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I sent a message by my servant Goss 
That here thy persecutors Td await 
They seek some warrant of me. Fear it not : 
I am thy friend. 

Reck. 

My heart ís not deceived. 
Well said ! Let friendship now be tested then ! 
I held your reputation in our bond, 
Quite freely cancelled and annulled to-day. 
Is that not so ? 

Mayor. 

In gratitude Tm here 
To oflfer thanks. 

Reck. 

My act of sacrifice 
Needs more than thanks. 

Mayor. 
Then, Manwell, ñame the terms. 

Reck. 

Two human sleugh-hounds with their bloodshot eyes, 
And spreading nostrils bent upon my track, 
Together hunt me like a wounded stag, 
That thou mayst wind a mort and glut their fangs, 
Thy son is one — the other, Doctor Mead. 
Decline to hear them. That is all I ask. 

Mayor. 

Alas ! more diflicult it is to still 

One man's abusive tongue than twenty hounds. 

Reck. 
'Tis easy if thy will but serve my need. 

Mayor. 
Say how. 
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Reck. 

One way, by this ! {puiling out a revolver f rom his pocket) 
or, by your flight. 

Mayor (Jiorrified). 
Alas ! what raalady hath made thee mad ? 

Reck. 

What malady ? look ! see these trembling hands — 
This face your eyes may hardly recognise — 
This hair, once black, now greyer than thine own — 
This body shrunk — where agüe even now 
Holds hideous revelries — till nature, sick 
With pain, re volts ! — and ask what malady 
Hath made me mad. 

Mayor. 

Revenge is maddening food 
For mortal man, and saps th' immortal soul. 

Reck. 
I'm in no mood for sermons. Wilt thou go ? 

Mayor. 
Go where? 

Reck. 
Where ! Any where that chance may lead ; 
I care not where, so you may not be found 
Within this empire till a month be gone. 

Mayor. 
It is a strange demand. 

Reck. 

Say yes, or no ! 
If yes ! then time may put things right. If no ! 
I claim my bond. Decide. 

(Tke Mayor walks about in agitation^ Recknaught watching him 
narrowly, The faint noise of an approaching crowd is heard 
comingfrom ihe direction ofthe river, left. Both listen,) 
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Reck. 
Decide 1 

Mayor. 

ni go. 

But ere I go, cid friend, come, say a word — 
One word of explanation — from thyself ! 
Ah, Manwell, come ! You'll surely trust in me ; 
We ha ve been friends — friends staunch and true. 

Reck. 

O God ! 
No, no ! Not now ! Some time — some other time ! 

(Recknaught opens the door in gate and stands waiting. The 
Mayor approaches and holds oui his hand.) 

Reck. 

Not yet ! perchance on thy return. Farewell ! 

(The Mayor passes slowly out, Recknaught closes the door,) 

{The sound of people cotning towards the river gate is gradually 
growing more and more distinct, Recknaught strides aver to 
the railmgs, Z., and peer s in the direction of the sound.) 

{He retums with a set and determined expression^ places the revolver 
safely in his pocket, and ascends the office steps and enters, bolting 
' the door after him. He lifts the near window upstairs and watts 
in the shadow,) 

{Enter by the gate, left back, Ronald, Goss, Blunt, Bounce, and 
the Others, with Drummond and Thorne, the latter trying to 
sing the oíd chantey — " Hey ! tally on, aft and walk away wP 
her,'' ó^r., ár*¿r.) 

Ron. 

Remove him, Blunt. The ribald tongue of drink 
Acts like a rasp upon this solemn hour. 
Take him away. 

{Two or three seize Thorne. He cries for mercy,) 

Voice. 
Ay, come on ! let's dip the drink out of him. 



KEDAR. 131 

All. 
To the river ! the river ! 

{Many ofthem help to carry Thorne otit by the slip gate^ 

he struggling.) 

Ron. 
The Mayor is not here. Blunt, try that door, 

(Blunt advances to the office door^ but finds it bolted.) 

Blunt. 
Our bird has flown. 

Ron. 

Tis strange ; we'U make a search. 
i^To Drümmond) Now, sir, we need thy services. 

Dbum. 

For what ? 

Ron. 

To seek thy master out and bring us word 

Where we may find him. Thou dost know the Forge, 

And all its hidden places, which to me 

Are full of pitfalls in the dusky light. 

Drum. 
All right, you all wait here, and I — 

Ron. 

No, no ! 
You might get lost. We have no mind to play 
VVith slippery eels like thee in such a place. 
Are Bounce and Gammon here ? 

Bounce. 

Ay, here we are. 

Ron. {to Bounce and Gammon). 

The Mayor and his friend are in the Forge ; 
What part I know not. Search the eastern side 
With Drümmond as your guide, but let him not 






132 KEDAR, 

An arm's length out of sight. You, Blunt and Green 
And others, take the west ; while Goss and I 
Will here await your messengers. 

Blunt. 

Come, men ! 
(Blunt and Company troop out to the right, behind the office, 
Drummond, Bounce, and Company to the left.) 

Goss. 

As like as no theyVe in the office, sir ; 
The Mayor widna waunner 'mang the kilns. 
Gosh, help us ! See, up there ! 

(Pointing to Recknaught standing at the open window,\ 

Reck. 
Well, damnéd trespassers, what do ye here ? 

Ron. 
We seek the Mayor. 

Reck. 
Why? 

Ron. 
Thou knowest why. 

Reck. 
You seek my death. 

Ron. 

Worse things there be than death, 
Which shrouds in silence tales of shameless deeds, 
And, as a cerement, covers loathly crimes. 

Reck. 
My death shall be the signal for your own. 

Ron. 

Death to the honourable is a door 

At which the soul, removing, may lay down 

The burden of its sorrows. 
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Rfxk. 

Cease your cant, 
And take thyself and all your crew from henee, 
Or this {drawing revolver) will help you. 

Ron. 

Fire ! I fear you not 
I stand for justice. {.Gate bell rings.) 

Goss 1 see who is there. 

(Goss opens the door.) 

(Recknaught Jíres and Ronald falls. Carlos, Edith, and 
Hygeia come in, see him fall, and rush with cries to him, 
Anoiher shot from the window and Qx^i.os falls, Goss rushes 
into tke Forge, calling for help. All come in and surround the 
victims. There are cries ^ ^^ He Uves! He breathes ! Give 
him air, give him airT^ The crowd opens up^ and Ronald 
is revealed, sitting up in Edith's arms^ with bared breaste on 
which hangs the medallion, indented with the bullet. Carlos is 
deady with Hygeia wailing over him.) 

Ron. (to Edith). 
Attend to Carlos, dearest ; I am safe. 

Hy. 

O woe is me ! Carlos ! Carlos ! Art thou dead ? 

O speak to me — O say he is not dead ! {Moans piteously.) 

(Ronald rises to his feet, and kneels down beside Carlos, and places 

his hand over his heart,) 

{The office door opens and the Lad rushes out^ calling — ^^ Quick / 

Quick I The Master ! Quick I " 

(Blunt, Bounce, and Others run up the steps into the office.) 

Ron. {kneeling). 

Alas ! poor eager heart, no more wilt thou, 

To hate or love responding, vibrate more, 

Or make notes harsh or sweet. Ah ! thou art dead. 

The dust drinks up thy blood, too hot for flesh — 

Too passionate to wait the tedious course 



